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SHAKESPEARE. 



^S^P^I^T OP THS FI%ST S'DiriOSNJ 

€itz **jFamou0 jrotto"of 1623. 



NOW READY, THE COMPLETED VOLUME OF 

Mr. William Shakespeare's 

COMEDIES, 
HISTORIES, & 
TRAGEDIES. 

Publifhed according to the True Originall Copies. 

London : Printed by Isaac laggard, and Ed. Blount, 1623 » ^"^ Re-Printed 
for L. Booth, 307 Regent Street, 1864, 



The chief objeft in the reproduction of this, for all critical purpofes the moft important 
edition of Shake^eare extant, has been, not mere refemblance, but that it fhould prove 
** fo rarely and exaftly wrought" — page for page, line for line, word for word, letter for 
letter, ornamentation for ornamentation — as to be, excepting a more convenient fize, 
** one and the felf-fame thing" with its prototype. That the attempt has been fuccefsful, 
the teftimony of the moft important journals of the time has fatisfeftorily proved. 

This reprint comprifes three fizes ; one to range with all good OSavo Editions of 
Shakefpeare, another to range with Knight's PiSorial and fimilar Editions, the third being 
uniform with the Original Folio. 

The Small Paper, to range with a demy 8vo. volume, cloth boards, antique pattern, 
I vol. 3 1 J. 6d.i the Large Paper, i vol. crown 4to. half vellum, 2/. 12s. bd.\ the Folio 
(of which only 100 have been printed) i vol. half-bound, Roxburghe ftyle, 5/. $s. 

The Small Paper has been iffued in Parts, of which the Third and concluding Part, 
containing the TRAGEDIES, is now ready, in an appropriate binding, lOj. bd. 

Parts I. and II. contain refpeftively the COMEDIES and HISTORIES. 



ExtraSis from various Reviews which have appeared in the Public Prefs. 

" It is ground for cordial iktis^dlion to find the tercentenary year has really produced a monument 
to Shakefpeare hr nobler and more appropriate than that which was projedled by the National 
Committee. It has witnefled the publication of the three moft remarkable and precious editions of 
his works which have been given to the public fince his own day. . . . Foremoft, among thefe, 
we may place the now completed fac fimiie reprint of the First Folio, publifhed by Mr. L. Booth. 
How many thoufands among the readers of Shakespeare have longed for an opportunity of perufing 
that virgin text, a copy of which has been deemed cheap at one hundred pounds ? Here they have it 
for lefs than a fiftieth of that fum, far handier for reading than the original, of which it is, in all refpe^ls, 
a faithful reprodudion." — Morning Star,]2Xi, 16, 1865. 

" The complete volume is the moft accurate book of its clafs ever yet iffued, fo fiir as is at prefent 
known. The firft two Farts arc perfedl 2a fac-fimiles of the original, and no deviation or error has 
yet been found. The third Part, fo far as we have had time to teft it, is equally faultlefs.*' — Birming- 
ham Daily P^y?, Jan. 16, 1865. 
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" This noble tribute to the incomparable genius of Shakefpeare is at length, by the iflue of the 
third inftahnent of it, completed, — and fo completed, — let us fay in one word, triumphandy. As a 
tribute to a great author it is, in its way, fimply unprecedented. . . . The enterprife of Mr. 
Booth, in thus placing within the reach of his fellow-countrymen an exaft reprint of the original 
edition of the works of Shakefpeare, not only deferves recognition at the hands of the critic, but 
demands encouragement from all thofe lettered Englifhmen — 'fpeaking the language Shakefpeare 
fpake' — who are capable of appreciating a book which is in itfelf one of the glories of our national 
literature." — Sun^ Feb. 9, 1865. 

"Let us iterate and reiterate what we remarked when the firft part of Mr. Booth's admirable 
reprint appeared. It is the moft valuable affiftance to the ftudy of Shakefpeare which has been offered 
fince Shakefpeare's time. Critics and commentators are of value, queflionlefs ; but when the material 
with which they deal is inaccefSble to the reader, their value is gready diminifhed. Now here is ' the 
famous Folio of 1623,' — the folio of Heminge and Condell — the folio which rare Ben Johnfon 
illuflrated with elegiac verfe — placed within reach of the general reader." — Prefsy Jan. 28, 1865. 

" The only deviation from the original which has been deemed legitimate is in fize. The folio is 
an inconvenient fize for mofl readers and for mofl book-fhelves. It was thought that, if the form of 
type were identical with the original, none but a pedant would obje6l that the fize was fmaller. By 
the ufe of a fmaller type and a lefs page a volume is produced which is fuitable for the hand, and ranges 
with the chief library editions of our great dramatifl's works. As yet only one-third of the projedled 
work is produced, the Comedies, but thefe give great promife of what is to come, and in paper, print, 
binding, and price, do not a litde credit to the enterprife and tafte of the publifher." — The Times, 
Dec. 28, 1 86 1. 

" Mr. Booth offers us this great benefit, and will not fail to meet his reward. What he has done is, 
for general readers of the poet, worth more than all the criticifm, and illuflration, and conmientary which 
the two and a half centuries fince Shakefpeare died have produced." — The Pre/s, Jsai, 18, 1862. 

" This * cheerful femblance ' of the Firfl Folio ought to be in the library of every lover of 
Shakefpeare, upon whofe fhelves a copy of the goodly volume iffued by Ifaac laggard and Edward 
Blount in 1623, is not to be found." — Notes and ^eries,]zn, 18, 1862. 

" The reprint is executed in a flyle which furpaffes the expectation to which its announcement 
gave rife." — Morning P oft, ]zxi, 18, 1862. 

" Without defiring to underrate the labours which modern editors of Shakefpeare have brought to 
bear on his plays, or to deny the fervices thefe gendemen have rendered in clearing away many 
obfcurities and in refblving many doubtful readings, it may with juflice be faid that the moft com- 
mendable adl performed of late years in Shakcfpeareology is that which places in the hands of the 
public a fimple reprodudlion of the folio of 1623. That rare edition has always been the fountain-head 
of authority, though fomewhat choked by weeds of error. In plucking thefe away, emendators have 
too often ' plucked out brain and all,* their improvements frequently fcrving to deftroy the moft 
Shakefpearean of Shakefpeare's fancies." — Daily Telegraph, Jan. 20, 1 862. 

" With regard to the literal accuracy, which is the great defideratum, we believe every reliance 
may be placed upon it ; and are affured that the greateft pains have been taken to fecure its perfed 
fidelity."— Ti^^ Cr///V, Jan. 25, 1862. 

" Even regarding the Folio of 1623 as a mere literary curiofity, it will be no flight boon to find the 
plays of our great poet reproduced in the very text in which they were firft given to his countrymen, 
but at fuch a coft that almoft every ftudcnt may place upon his fhelf a prize which heretofore none but 
the very wealthy could have hoped to acquire." — Daily News, Feb. 8, 1 862. 

" Mr. Booth's reprint is as remarkable for beauty and accuracy as it is for cheapnefs. Indeed, we 
know of no book of late times which can be compared with it in the combination of all thefe 
excellencies." — Tke SfeSfator, Feb. 8, 1862. 
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PERICLES, 

Prince of Tyre. 



By 

MR. WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 



The Text from the Third Folio Edition, publifhed in 1 664 ; 
with Notices of former Editions. 
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This Edition of Pericles, re-printed with the fame care as exercifed in the 
reproduction of the Firft Folio, is copied from the Third Impreflion in folio of 
Mr. William Shakefpeares Comedies, Hiftories, and Tragedies, printed for P. C. 
London 1664, and is iflued as a feparate play to enable thofe already pofTefTrng 
the three Parts of the Reprint of the 1623 edition, to bind with them the Play 
of Pericles, the only acknowledged play of Shakefpeare not printed in the 
« Firft Folio." 



The following plays, in the text of the Firft Folio edition, have been iftued 
feparately in 4to., for the purpofe of enabling colledors to complete their feries 
of 4to. plays, — and that ftudents may more eafily note variations, thefe copies 
are interleaved, — half-bound, price five ftiillings each : — 



HAMLET. 

HENRY THE FOURTH, Part I. 
„ „ Part II. 

HENRY THE FIFTH. 

HENRY THE SIXTH, Part I. 
„ „ Part IL 

„ „ Part III. 

KING LEAR. 

LOVES LABOUR LOST. 



MERCHANT OF VENICE. 
MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 
MIDSUMMER NIGHTS DREAM. 
MUCH ADOE ABOUT NOTHING. 
OTHELLO. 

RICHARD THE SECOND. 
RICHARD THE THIRD. 
ROMEO AND JULIET. 
TITUS ANDRONICUS. 



TROYLUS AND CRESSIDA. 
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Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 



The Editions defcrihed below are thofe^ os far as known ^ which preceded the 

Folio 0/1664.. 



^TT^HE late And much admired Play, called Pericles, Prince of Tyre. With the true Relation of 
-*• the whole Hiflorie, adventures of faid Prince: As alfo, The no lefs ftrange, and worthy 
accidents, in the Birth and Life of his Daughter Mariana. As it hath been diuers and fundry times 
a6led by his Maiefties Seruants at the Globe on the Banck-iide. By William Shakefpeare. Imprinted 
at Lond. for Henry GofTon, and are to be fold at the flgne of the Sunne in Pater-nofter row. 1609. 
4to. A to I in fours ; I 4 blank. 3 5 leaves. 

THE late, and much admired Play called Pericles, Prince of Tyre. With the true Relation of 
the whole Hiflory, aduentures and fortunes of the fayd Prince : As aUb the no leiTe ftrange 
and worthy accidents in the Birth and Life of Ivis Daughter Mariana. As it hath beene diners and 
fundry times adled by his Maieftyes Seruants at the Globe on the Banck-fide by William Shakefpeare. 
Printed at London by S. S. 161 1. 410. Ends at I 3, verfo. 

THE late. And much admired Play, called Pericles, Prince of Tyre. With the true Relation of 
the whole Hiftory, aduentures and fortunes of the iaide Prince. Written by W. Shakefpeare. 
Printed for T. P. 1619. 4to. 34 leaves. 

The fignatures arc from R to A a in fours ; B b one leaf, and title one leaf. 

This edition was printed at the end of " The whole Contention betweene the two Famous Houfes 
Lancafter and York." Printed at Lond. for T. P. 



A 
A 



NOTHER Edition in 1630. 34 leaves. 410. 
NOTHER Edition in 1635. 34 leaves. 410. 



*:^* By the courteous permijion of]. O. Halliwell, Efq. F.R.S. &c., and H. G. Bohn, 
Efq., the above details have been obtained from the " Skeleton Hand-lijl of the Early ^arto 
Editions of the Plays of Shakefpeare^'' and from Bohn's ^^Bibliographical Account of the Works 
of Shakefpeare^' 1864. 
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The much admired Play^ 



CALLED, 



PERICLES, 

PRINCE of Tyre, 

With the true Relation of the whole Hifiory^ Adventures^ 
and Fortunes of the f aid Prince. 

Written by VV. SHAKESPEARE, 

and publiflied in his life time, 
never before Printed in Folio. 



L !Ni1> O ^, Printed for y. Q- 1664. 
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The much admired ^lay^ 



CALLED, 



PERICLES, PRINCE of Tyre. 

With the true ^lation of the l^hole History^ Adventures^ 
and Fortunes of the /aid Prince. 

Written by VV. Shakespeare, 

and publiflied in his life time. 
aABus Primus. Scena "Prima. 



Enter Cower. 



eyesi 



Havt read it for rejiorat'rves. 

The purcbaje is to ma\i men ghrioiu, 

£t bonum quo Antiquius, eo melius. 

7/* w«, born in tbefe latter timet^ 

frben wits more rife, accept my Rimes ; 

jind that to bear an old manjingy 

e^ay to your wifies pleafure bring : 

J life would wijby and that I might 

Wafie it for you /H(e Taper-ligbt, 

This Antioch, tben^ Antiochus the great. 

Built up this Gtyfor bit cbief eft feat ; 

The fair eR in alt Syria. 

/ tell you what mine Authors fay : 

Tbit King unto him tool( a Teer, 

JVho diedf and left a female heir. 

So bucl^somef blithe, and full of face. 

As heaven had lent her all bis grace : 

fVitb whom the Father lining tooi(, 

And her to inceft did provol^e. 

Bad cbilde, worje father , to entice hi own. 

To evilftKuld be done by none : 

But cuftome, what they did begin. 

Was with long ufe, counted no fin. 

The beauty oftbisfnfull Dame, 

Made many Princes thither frame. 



Tofeel( her oi a bed-fellow. 

In marriage pleafures, pity-fellow : 

Which to prevent , he made a Law, 

To l^eep berftill, and men in awe. 

That whofo asi(t her for hit wife, 

His Riddle told not, loR his life : 

So for her many a wight did die, 

Aiyon grim looi(s do teftifie. 

What enfues to the judgement of your eye, 

J give my caufe, who beft can tefttfie. 

Enter ^Antiochus , Trince Pericles, and followers. 



Exit. 



Ant. Young Prince of Tyre,yoM have at large receiv'd 
The danger of the task you undertake. 

Per. 1 have ( Antiochtu ) and with a foul emboldned 
With the glory of her praife, think death no hazard. 
In this enterpnze. 

v^fff.Mufick bring in our daughter, cloathed like a bride 
For embracements, even oi Jove himfelf ; 
At whofe conception, till Lucina reignM, 
Nature this dowry gave, to glad her prefence, 
The Senate houfe of Planets all did fit. 
To knit in her their beft perfedions. 

Enter ^Antiochus Daughter. 

Per. See where flie comes, apparell'd like the Spring, 
Graces her fubjedh, and her thoughts the King, 
Of every vertue gives renown to men : 
Her &ce the book of praifes, where is read. 
Nothing but curious pleafures as from thence. 
Sorrow were ever rackt, and tefty wrath 
Could never be her mild companion. 

a You 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre. 



you gods that made tne man ,and fway in love. 
That have inflam*d deHre with in my breft , 
To tafle the fhiite of yon celeftiall tree, 
(Or die in the adventure )be my helpes, 
As I am Tonne and fervant to your will, 
To compafle fuch a bondlefle happinefle. 

^«//.Prince Perieles. 

Per, That would be fonne to great Aittiocbus, 

AntU Before thee ftands this faire Hetpertdes^ 
With golden fruite,but dangerous to be toucht: 
For death like Dragons here affright thee hard ? 
Her face like heaven enticeth thee to view 
Her countlefTe glory, which defert muft gaine: 
And which without de(ert, becaufe thine eye 
Prefumcs to reach, all the whole heape muft dye. 
Yon fometimes famous Princes like thy felfe 
Drawn by report,adventurous by defire. 
Tell thee with fpeechleffe tongues, and femblance pale, 
That without covering fave yon field of ftarres , 
Here they ftand martyrs flaine in Cupids warres : 
Apd with dead cheeks advife the to defift, 
For going on deaths net,whome none refift. 

Per, Anthcbui I thank thee, who hath taught 
My frail mortality to know it felfe, 
And by thofe fiearefull obie^ to prepare 
This body, like to them, to what I muft : 
For death remembred,ihould be like a Myrrour, 
Who tels us,life*s but breath, to truft in error : 
He make my ^11 then, and as ficke men do. 
Who know the world, fee heaven, but feeling woe , 
Gripe not at earthly ioycs, as erft they did. 
So 1 bequeath a happy peace to you 
And all good men, as every prince fhould do, 
My riches to the earth from whence they came: 
But my vnfpotted fire of Love to you. 
Thus ready for the way of life or death, 
I waite the fharpeft blow ( Aitiochus) 
Scorning advice. Reade the condufion then. 
^0/.Which read and not expounded, tis decreed 
As these before thou thy felfe (halt bleed. 

^augb .Of all faid yet, thou prove profperout, 
Of all (aid yet, I wiih Thee happinefTe. 

Per. Like a bold champion I alTume the liftes^ 
Nor aske advice of any other thought, 
But faith fullneife and courage. 

The Riddle, 
I am no Viper ^ yet I feed 
On mother tflejb vrbicb did me breed: 
JJougbt a buj band fin vfbicb labour^ 
J found tbat \indnejfe in a father. 
Hee^s father ^f^nney and huiband milde^ 
J Mother, fyfe,andyet his child. 
How they may be, and yet in tiro, 
As you mil live, refol-ve it you. 

Sharp phyfick is the laft ? but O you Powen ! 
That gives heaven countlefte eyes to view mens aftes 
Why could they not their fights perpetually ? 
If this be true, which makes me pale to read it, 
Faire glaffe of light, I loved you, and could itill, 
Were not this glorious Casket fh>r*d with ill : 
But I muft tell you, now my thoughts revolt, 
for he*8 no man on whom perfe^ons wait ; 
That knowing Hnne within, will touch the gate: 
You are a fair Vyol, and your fence the ibings, 



Who finger*d to make man his lawfuU mufick. 

Would draw heaven down , and all the gods to hearken, 

But being plaid upon before your time, 

Hell only danceth at fo harfh a chime : 

Good footh I care not for you. 

Anti, Prince Pericles, touch not upon thy life. 
For that's an Article within our Law, 
As dangerous as the reft : your times expirM, 
Either expound now, or receive your fentence. 

Peri. Great King, 
Few love to hear the fins they love to aft, 
•T would braid your felf too near for me to tell it : 
Who hath a book of all that Itf onarchs do, 
He*s more (ecure to keep it fhut, then ihewn : 
For yice repeated, is like the wandring wind, 
Blows duft in others eyes, to fpread it felf; 
And yet the end of all is bought thus dear. 
The breath is gone, and the fore eyes fee clear. 
To ftop the aire would hurt them, the blind Mole caft 
Copt hills toward heaven, to tell the earth is throng'd 
By mans oppreffion, and the poor worme doth die for*t. 
Kings are earths Gods : in vice their law*s their will, 
And Ifyove ftray, who dares fay, Jove doth ill. 
It is enough you know it, and 'tis nt ; 
What being more known, grows worfe to fmother it. 
All love the womb that their Being bred. 
Then give my tongue like leave to love my head. 

Ant. Heaven that I had it ; he has found the meaning, 
But I will gloze with him. Young Prince of Tyre, 
Though by the tenour of our flrift edift, 
Your expofition mif-interpreting. 
We might proceed to cancel off your dales j 
Yet hope, Succeeding fi-om fo fair a tree, 
As your ^ir felf, doth tune us otherwife : 
Forty daies longer we do refpite you. 
If by which time our fecret be undone. 
This mercy fhews, we'll joy in fuch a ion ; 
And untill then, your entertain fhall be 
As doth befit our honour, and your worth. Exit, 

Manet Pericles Jolus. 

Per. How curtefie would feem to cover fin. 
When what is done is like an hypocrite. 
The which is good in nothing but in fight. 
If it be true that I interpret fiilfe. 
Then were it certain you were not fo bad, 
A I with the foul Inceft to abufe your foul : 
Where now you'r both a father and a fbn. 
By your untimely clafpings with your child, 
( Which pleafures fits an husband, not a father) 
And fhe an eater of her mothers flcfh. 
By the defiling of her parents bed. 
And both like ferpents are, who though they feed 
On fweeteft flowers, yet they poifon breed. 
Antioch farewell, for wifdoroe fees, thofe men 
Blufh not in adtions blacker then the night, 
Will fhew no courfe to keep them from the light : 
One fin ( I know ) another doth provoke ; 
Murder's as near to luft, as flame to fmoak. 
Poyfon and treafon are the hands of fin, 
I, and the Targets to put off the fhame ; 
Then leaft my life be cropt to keep you clear. 
By flight rie fhun the danger which I fear. Exit. 

Enter tAntiochu, 
Anti, He hath found the meaning. 
For which we mean to have his head, 

He 
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He muft not live to trumpet forth my infamy, 
Nor tell the world tAntiocbus doth finne 
In fuch a loathed manner. 
And therefore inftantly this Prince muft die , 
For by his ^1 my honour muft keep high. 
Who attends us here ? 

enter Tbaliard, 

Thai, Doth your Highnefte call? 

jinti. Tbaliardi you are of our Chamber, 
And our mind perukes her private a^ons 
To your fecrefie j and for your faithfiilnefs 
We will advance you, Tbaliard. 
Behold, here*s poifon and here's gold, 
We hate the Prince of Tj^r^jand thou muft kill him. 
It fics thee not to ask the reafon why \ 
Becaufe we bid it : fay, is it done f 

Thai, My Lord, *tis done. 

Enter a Mejfenger, 

Alt. Enough, Let your breath cool your felf , telling 
your hafte. 

Mejf. My Lord, Prince ^erklex is fled. 

Ant, As thou wilt live , flye after \ and as an arrow, 
fhot firom a well experient Archer , hits the mark his eye 
doth level at : fo do thou never return , unlefs thou (ay. 
Prince Pericles is dead. 

Tba My Lord, if I can get him within my piftols length, 
rie make him fure enough : fo farewell to your Highnefs. 

tAnti, Tbaliard adieu, till Pericles be dead. 
My heart can lend no fuccour to my head. Exit, 

Enter Pericles, HellieansUf wtb other Lords. 

Per, Let none difhirb us : 
Why ihould this change of thoughts. 
The fad companion dull-ey*d melancholly, 
By me fo us*d, a gueft as not an hour, 
In the dayes glorious walk or peacefiill night. 
The tombe where grief fhould fleep, can breed me quiet. 
Here pleafures court mine eyes, and mine eyes fhun them, 
And danger which I fear*d, is at Aitioch, 
Whofe arme feems far too fhort to hit me here, 
Yet neither pleafures art can joy my fpirits. 
Nor yet the others diftance comfort me : 
Then it is thus, that pafHony of the mind. 
That have their firft conception by mif-dread, 
Have after nourifhment and life by care ; 
And what was firft but fear, what might be done, 
Grows elder now, and cares it be not done. 
And fo *tis with me, the great AntiocbuSy 
*Gainft whom I am too little to contend. 
Since he*s fo great, can make his will hu ad. 
Will think me fpeaking, though I fwear to filence. 
Nor boots it me to fay I honour, 
If he fufped I may difhonor him. 
And what may make him bluih in being known, 
HeMl ftop the coarfe by which it might be known. 
With hoftile forces he'll ore-fpread the Land, 
And with the ftint of war will look fo huge, 
Amaxement fhall drive courage firom the fbte : 
Our men be vanquifh'd, ere they do refift. 
And fubje^ punifht, that never thought offisnce. 
Which care of them, not pitty of my felf. 
Who once no more but as the tops of trees. 
Which fence the roots they grow by, and defend them, 



Make both my body pine, and foul to languifh, 
And punifh that before that he would punifh. 

1. Lord, Joy and all comfort in your facred breaft. 

2. Lord. And keep your mind till ye return to us 

peacefiill and comfortable. 

Hell. Peace, peace, and give experience tongue : 
They do abufe the King that flatter him, 
For flattery b the bellows blows up fin. 
The thing the which is flattered, but a fpark, 
To which that fpark gives heart and fbonger glowing ; 
Whereas reproof obedient and in order. 
Fits Kings as they are men, for they may erre. 
When Signior Sooth here doth proclaim peace. 
He flatters you, makes war upon your life. 
Prince, pardon me, or flrike me if you pleafe, 
I cannot be much lower then my knees. 

Per. All leave us elfe : but let your cares ore- look 
What fhipping, and what ladings in our Haven, 
And then return to us : Hellieanus thou haft 
MoovM us : what feeft thou in our looks t 

Hell. An angry brow^ dread Lord. 

Per. If there be fuch a dart in Princes firowns. 
How durft thy tongue move anger to our face f 

Hell. How dares the planets look up unto heaven. 
From whence they have their nourifhment f 

Per. Thou know'ft I have power tauke thy life firom 

Hell. I have ground the axe my felf, (thee 

Do you but ffarike the blow. 

Per, Rife, prithee rife, fit down, thou art no flatterer, 
I thank thee for it, and heaven forbid. 
That Kings fhould let their ears hear their fiiults hid. 
Fit Councellor, and fervant for a Prince, 
Who by thy wifdome makes a Prince thy fervant, 
What would 'ft thou have me do : 

Hell. To bear vnth patience fuch griefs, 
As you your felf do lay upon your felf. 

Per. Thou fpcak'ft like a Phyfitian, HelUcantu, 
That minifler's a potion unto me. 
That thou would'ft tremble to receive thy felf. 
Attend me then j I went to Antioch, 
Whereas thou know'ft ( againft the face of death ) 
I fought the purchafe of a glorious beauty. 
From whence an ifltie I might propigate. 
Are armes to Princes, and bring joyes to Subje^. 
Her face was to mine eye beyond all wonder. 
The reft ( hark in thine ear] as black as inceft. 
Which by my knowledge found, the finfull father, 
Seem'd not to flrike, but fmooth : But thou know'ft this, 
'Tis time to fear, when tyrants feem to kifs. 
Which fear fo grew in me, I hither fled, 
Under the covering of a carefull night. 
Who feem'd my good Protedtor : and being here, 
Bethought what was paft, what might fucceed ; 
I knew him tyrannous, and tyrants fear 
Decreafe not, but grow fafler then the years: 
And fhould he think, as no doubt he doth, 
That I fhould open to the liftening air. 
How many worthy Princes bloud were fhed. 
To keep his bed of blacknefs unlaid ope. 
To lop that doubt, he'll fill this Land with armes, 
And make pretence of wrong that I have done him. 
When all for mine, if I may call offence, 
Muft feel warrs blow, who fears not innocence : 
Which love to all, of which thy felf art one. 
Who now reproved*ft me for it. 

Hell. Alas, fir. 

a a Per. 
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P<r.Drew fleep out of mine eyes, bloud from my cheeks, 
Mufings into my mind, with a thoufand doubts 
How 1 might ftop their tempeft ere it came, 
And finding little comfort to relieve them, 
I thought it princely charity to grieve for them. 

Hill, Well, my Lord,fince you have given me leave to 
Freely will I Ipeak. Jlntiocbus you fear, ( fpeak, 

And juftly too I think you fear the tyrant, 
Who either by publick war or private treafon. 
Will take away your life : therefore, my Lord, go travel 
for a while, till that his rage and anger be forgot ; or till 
the Deftinies do cut the thred of his life : your Rule di- 
rtCt to any, if unto me , day ferves not light more faith- 
full then I'le be. 

Ptr, I do not doubt thy faith. 
But fhould he wrong my liberties in my abfence ? 

Hell, We'll mingle our blouds together in the earth, 
From whence we had our being, and our birth. 

Per,Tyrey I now look from thee then, and to Tbarfm 
Intend my travel, where I'le hear from thee ; 
And by whofe Letters 1*1 e difpofe my felf. 
The care I had and have of Subjedh good, 
On thee I lay, whofe wifdomes ftrength can bear it, 
rie take thy word for futh, not ask thine oath. 
Who ihuns not to break one, will fure crack both : 
But in our orbes we live fo round and fafe. 
That time of both this truth fliall next convince. 
Thou fheweft a fubjeds ihine, 1 a true Prince. 

Enter Tbaliard folta, 

TJbal, So, this is Tyn, and this is the Court, here muft 
1 kill King Pericles , and if I do it not, I am fure to be 
hang*d at home : it is dangerous. 

Well, I perceive he was a wife fellow, and had good 
difcretion , that being bid to ask what he would of the 
King, defired he might know none of his fecrets. Now do 
I fee he had feme reafon for it : for if a King bid a man 
be a villain, he is bound by the indenture of his oath to be 
one. 

Hufht, here comes the Lords of 7^r«. 

Enter Hellicanm^ E/canes, with other 
Lords of Tyre. 

Hell. You fhall not need my fellow- Peers of Tyre, 
further to que(lion me of your Kings departure. His feaU 
ed Commiflion left in truft with me, doth fpeak fuffi- 
I ciently, he*s gone to travel. 
I Thai. How the King gone ? 

Hell, If further yet you will be fatisfied , why ( as it 
were unliccnc'd of your loves ) he would depart ? Tie give 
, fome light unto you : Being at •Antiocb, 
\ Thai, ^hzt horn Ant iocbf 

I Hell. Royal Antiocbm ( on what caufe I know not ) 

I took fome difpleafure at him , at leaft he judged fo : and 

doubting that he had erred or finned, to ihew his forrow, 

he would corred himfelf ; fo puts himfelf unto the fliip- 

mans toyl, with whom each minute threatens life or death. 

Thai, Well , I perceive I (hall not be hanged now , 

I although I would j but fince he*s gone, the Kings Seas 

I muft pleafe : he fcapte the Land, to perifh at the Sea : Tie 

I prefent my felf. Peace to the Lords of Tyre, 

I Hell, Lord Tbaliard from Antiochus is welcome. 

I Thai. From him I come with mefiagc unto Princely 

^ Pericles ; but fince my landing I have underftood , your 

Lord hath betook himfelf to unknown travels , my mef- 



fage muft return firom whence it came. 

Hell. We have no reafon to defire it , commended to 
our Mafter,not to us; yet ere you ftiall depart, this we de- 
fire as friends to Antiocb^yft may feaft in Tyre, Exeunt, 

Enter Cleon the Governor of Tbarjui, vitb 
. bis vife and others, 

Cleon, My ^ionifia, fhall we reft us here. 
And by relating tales of others griefs. 
See if 'twill teach us to forget our own ? 

Dion, That were to blow at fire in hope to quench it. 
For who digs hills becaufe they do afpire. 
Throws down one Mountain to caft up a higher : 
O my diftreifed Lord, even fuch our griefs are. 
Here they are but felt, and feen with mifchie^ eyes. 
But like to groves being topt, they higher rife. 

Cleon, O Dionifia, 
Who wanteth food, and will not fay he wants it. 
Or can conceal his hunger till he famiih ? 
Our tongues and forrowes do found deep : 
Our woes into the air, our eyes to weep. 
Till tongues fetch breath that may proclaim 
Them louder, that if heaven fiumber, while 
Their creatures want, they may awake 
Their helpers, to comfort them, 
rie then difcourfe our woes felt feveral years. 
And wanting breath to fpeak, help me with tears. 

^ion, rie do my beft, fir. 

Cle. This Thar/us, ore which I have the government, 
A City, on whom plenty held full hand. 
For riches ftrewM her felf even in the ftreets, 
Whofe towers bore heads Co high, they kift the clouds. 
And ftrangers nere beheld, but wondered at, 
Whofe men and dames lo jetted and adorn*d, 
Like one anothers glafife to trim them by : 
Their tables were ftor'd full, to glad the fight. 
And not fo much to feed on, as delight. 
All poverty was fcorn*d and pride fo great, 
The name of help grew odious to repeat. 

Dion. Oh 'tis true. 

Cleon, But fee what heaven can do by this our change: 
Thefe mouths, who but of late, earth, fea, and ay re. 
Were all too little to content and pleafe. 
Although they gave their creatures in abundance : 
As houfes are defil'd for want of ufe. 
They are now ftarv'd for want of exercife ; 
Thofe pallats, who, not yet to favers younger, 
Muft have inventions to delight the tafte. 
Would now be glad of bread, and beg for it : 
Thefe mothers who to nouzle up their babes. 
Thought nought too curious, are ready now 
To eat thofe little darlings whom they loved, 
So fharp are hungers teeth, that man and wife. 
Draw lots who firft (hall die to lengthen life. 
Here ftands a Lord, and there a Lady weeping, 
Here many fink, yet thofe which fee them fall, 
Have fcarce ftrength lefb to give them burial. 
Is not this true ? 

Dion. Our cheeks and hollow eyes do witneife it. 

Cleon. O let thofe Cities that of plenties cup. 
And her profperities fo largely tafte. 
With their fuperfiuous ryots hear thefe tears. 
The mifery of Tbarfut may be theirs. 
Enter a Lord, 

Lord, Where's the Lord Governor ? 
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C/IfM.Here, fpeak out thy forrows, which thou bring*ft 
in hafte, for comfort is too hx for ut to expedt. 

Lord, We have defcried upon our neighbouring fliore, 
A portly fail of fliipt make hitherward. 

Cleon, I thought as much. 
One forrow never comes but brings an heir, 
That may fucceed as his inheritour : 
And fo in ours; fome neighbouring Nation, 
Taking advantage of our mifery. 
That ftuft the hollow veflels with their power. 
To beat us down, the which are down already. 
And make a conqueft of unhappy me. 
Whereas no glory is got to overcome. 

Lord, That* s the leaft fear. 
For by the femblance of their flags difplaid, they bring 
us peace, and come to us as favourers, not as foes. 

Cleon, Thou fpeak*ft like hymnes untuter*d to repeat, 
fn)o maJ^a the faireft Jbew^ mtans moft deceit. 
But bring they what they will, and what they can, 
What need we fear, the ground*s the loweft, 
And we are half way there : Go tell their General we at- 
tend him here, to know for what he comes , and whence 
he comes, and what he craves. 

Lord, I go, my Lord. 

Cleon, Welcome is peace, if he on peace confift j 
If warrs, we are unable to rcfift. 

Enter Pericles with attendants. 

Per. Lord Governor, for fo we hear you are, 
Let not our fhips and number of our men, 
Be like a Beacon fired, to amaze your eyes. 
We have heard your miferies as fiir as 7yrr, 
And feen the defolation of your (h-eets ; 
Nor come we to adde forrow to your tears, 
But to releafe them of their heavy load, 
And thefe our fliips, you happily may think 
Are like the Trojan horfe, was ftuft within 
With bloudy veins expe^ing overthrow, 
Are ftor*d with corn, to make your needy bread. 
And give them life, whom hunger ftarv*d half dead. 

Omnes. The gods of Greece prote^ you, 
And we'll pray for you. 

Per. Arife, I pray you,arife} we do not look for reve- 
rence , but for love, and harbourage for our felf, our fhips, 
and men. 

Cleon, The which when any (ball not gratifie, 
Or pay you with unthankftilnefTe in thought. 
Be it our wives, our children or our felves. 
The curfe of heaven and men fucceed their evils: 
Till when, the which (I hope) (ball ne're be feen. 
Your Grace is welcome to our Town and us. 

Per. Which welcome we'll accept , feaft here a while, 
Untill our (fars that frown, lend us a fmile. Exeunt. 

ABus Secundus. 

Enter Gower. 
Gowcr. Here have you feen a mighty King 
Hi/ child, I wit y to inceft bring : 
A better Prince and benigne Lord, 
That will prove awfitll £>tb in deed and word. 
Be quiet then, as men jbould be. 
Till he hath pafi neceffity : 
riefiycm you thofe in troubles reigm, 
Loojing a myte, a Afountain gain : 
The good in converjation. 



To whom I give my benivun. 
Is fill at Tharfus, where each man 
Think} all is writ he jfo^en can : 
And to remember what he does. 
Build bis Statue to ma^e him glorious : 
But tydings to the contrary ^ 
Are brought t*your tyes, what needfpea( L 
Dumbjhow. 

Enter at one dooor Pericles talking with Cleon, all the 
Train with them. Enter at another door,a Gentleman with 
a letter to Pericles-, Pericles (hews the letter to Cleon, Pe- 
ricles gives the MeiTenger a reward, and Knights him. 

Exit Pericles at one door, and Cleon at another, 
good Hellican that fiaid at home. 
Not to eat bony H\e a Drone, 
From others labours } for though hefirrve 
To kjllen bad, keep good alive : 
And to fulfill bis Princes defre, 
Sav*d one of all that haps in Tyre : 
How Thaliard came full bent with Jin, 
And had intent to murder him ; 
And that in Tharfus was not beS^ 
Longer for him to mal^e his reii : 
He doing fo, put forth to Seas, 
IVhere when men bin, there* s feldome eafe. 
For now the wind begins to blow. 
Thunder above, and deeps below, 
Hdakesfuch unquiet, that thejbip 
Should houje himfafe , is wrac\t andfpHt, 
And he {good Prince ) having all loft. 
By waves, from coaft to coaftts toS : 
•All perijhen of man, of pelf, 
Ne ought ejcapen'd hut bimjelf\ 
Till fortune tired with doing bad, 
Threw him a/bore to give him glad : 
And here he comes ; what /ball be next. 
Pardon old Gower, thus longU the Text. 
Enter Pericles wet. 

Per. Yet ceafe your ire, you angry Stars of heaven, 
Wind, Rain, and Thunder: Remember earthly man 
Is but a fubftance that muft yield to you : 
And I ( as fits my nature ] do obey you. 
Alas, the Seas hath caft me on the Rocks, 
Wa(ht me firom (hore to (hore, and left my breath 
Nothing to think on, butenfuing death : 
Let it fuffice the greatneile of your powers. 
To have bereft a Prince of all hu fortunes, 
And having thrown him from your watry grave, 
Here to have death in peace, is all he*ll crave. 
Enter three Fijbermen. 

1. What, to pelch ? 

2. Ha, come and bring away the Nets. 
I. What patch-breech, I fay. 

3. What fay you, Mafter ? 

I. Look how thou ftirreft now. 
Come away, or Tie fetch thee with a wannion. 

3. Faith Maimer, I am thinking of the poor men 
That were caft away before us, even now. 

I. Alas poor fouls, it grieved my heart to hear 
What pittifoll cries they made to us, to help them. 
When ( welladay ) we could fcarcely help our felves. 

3. Nay Mafter, faid not I as much, 
When I law the Porpas how he bounft and tumbled ? 
They fay, they are half fi(h, half flefh : { 

A pUgue on them, they ne*re come but I look to be wafht. ' 
Mafter, I marvel how the fifhes live in the Sea ? i 

a 3 I. Why 1 
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1. Why at men do a Land, 

The great ones eat up the little ones i 

I can compare our rich Mifers, to nothing fo fitly 

As to a Whale ^ he plaiea and tumbles, 

Driving the poor Fry before him, 

And at laft devour them all at a mouthful!. 

Such Whales have I heard on a*th land, 

Who never leave gaping, till they fwallowed 

The whole Parifli, Church, Steeple, Bells and all. 

Per» A pretty Moral. 

3. But Mafter, if I had been the Sexton, 
I would have been that day in the Belfirey. 

2. Why man f 

3. Becaufe he ihould have fwallowed me too. 
And when I had been in his belly, 

I would have kept fuch a jangling of the bells, 
That he fhould never have left. 

Till he caft Bells, Steeple, Church and Pariih up again : 
But if the good King Simonides were of my mind. 

Per, Simonides f 

3. We would purge the Land of thefe Drones, 
That rob the Bee of her honny. 

Per. How from the fenny fubjed of the fea 
Thefe fiihers tell the infirmities of men, 
And from their watry Empire recoUedi, 
All that may men approve, or men dcteft. 
Peace be at your labour, honeft fifhermen. 

2.Honeft,good fellow, what*s that, if it be a day fits you, 
Search out of the Kalender, and no body look after it ? 

Per, Y*may fee the fea hath caft roe upon your coaft. 

2. What a drunken knave was the fea, 
To caft thee in our way. 

Per, A man whom both the waters and the virind, 
In that vaft Tennis-Court, hath made the Ball 
For them to play upon, intreats you pitty him : 
He asks of you, that never us'd to beg. 

1. No fi^end, cannot you beg P 
Here's them in our Country offfreeee. 

Gets more with begging, then Mrecan do with working. 

2. Canft thou catch any Fiihes then ? 
Per, I never pra£Us*d it. 

2. Nay then thou wilt ftarve fure j for here's nothing 
to be got now-a-daies, unlcffe thou canft fifh for't. 

Per, What I have been, I have forgot to know ; 
But what I am, want teaches me to think on : 
A man throng*d up with cold, my veins are chill, 
And have no more of life, then may fuflice 
To give my tongue that heat to ask your help : 
Which if you fhall refiife, when I am dead, 
For that 1 am a man, pray fee me buried. 

1. Die ke-tha, now gods forbid, J have a gown here, 
come put it on, keep thee warmc : now afore me a hand- 
fome fellow : Come, thou (halt go home , and we'll have 
flefh for all day, fifh for fafting dayes and more ; or Pud- 
dings and Flap-jacks, and thou fhalt be welcome. 

Per, I thank you, fir. 

2. Hark you, my friend, You faid you could not beg. 
Per. I did but crave. 

2. But crave ? then Tie turn craver too, 
And fo 1 fhall fcape whipping. 

Per. Why, are all your beggers whipt then ? 

2. Oh not all, my friend, not all : for if all your beg- 
gers were whipt. 1 would wifh no better office, then to be 
Beadle. But Mafter, Tie go draw the Net. 

Per. How well this honeft mirth becomes their labour? 

I. Hark you, fir, do you know where ye are ? 



Per. Not weU. 

I. I tell you, this is called PantapoUs^ 
And our King, the good Sfmonides, 

Per, The good King Sfmonides^ do you ciU him : 

I. I fir, and he deferves fo to be call'd, 
For his peaceable reigne, and good government. 

Per, He is a happy King, fince he gains from 
His Subje^ the name of good, by his government. 
How far is his Court difbmt firom this fhore f 

1. Marry, fir, half a daies journey t and Tie tell you, he 
hath a fidr daughter, and to morrow is her birth-day, and 
there are Princes and Knights come from all parts of the 
world, to Juft and Turney for her love. 

Per, Were my fortunes equal to my defires, 
I could wifh to make one there. 

2. O fir, things muft be as they may : and what a man 
Cannot get, he nuy lawfully deal for his wives foul. 

Enter the two Fi/ber-men^ droving up a Net, 

2. Help, Mafler, help, here's a fifh hangs in the Net, like 
a poor mans right in the law, 'twill hardly come out. Ha 
bots on't, 'tis come at laft,and 'tis turned to a rufty Armor. 

Per, An Armor, friends, I pray you let me fee it. 
Thanks Fortune, yet that after all croiTes, 
Thou giveft me fomewhat to repair my felf: 
And though it was mine own part of mine heritage. 
Which my dead fiither did bequeath to me, 
With this ftri^ charge, even as he left his life : 
Keep it, my Pericles^ it hath been a fhield 
'Twixt me and death ; and pointed to this Brayfe : 
For that it faved me ; keep it in like neceffity t 
The which the gods prote^ thee. Fame may defend thee. 
It kept where I kept, I fo dearly loved it. 
Till the rough Seas ( that fpares not any man ) 
Took it in rage, though calm'd bath given't again : 
I thank thee fbr't, my fhipwrack now's no ill. 
Since I have here my fathers gift in's vrill. 

1. What mean you, fir ? 

P^.To beg of you ( kind friends ) this coat of worth. 
For it was fometime Target to a King, 
I know it by this mark : he loved me dearly. 
And for his fake, I wifh the having of it : 
And that you'd guide me to your Sioveraigns Court, 
Where with it I may appear a Gentleman : 
And if that ever my low fortune's better, 
I'le pay your bounties ; till then reft your debter. 

I. Why, wilt thou turney for the Lady ? 

Per, I'le (hew the vertue I have born in Armes. 

1. Why take it, and the gods give thee good an't. 

2. But hark you, my friend, 'twas we that nude up this 
garment through the rough feams of the waters : there are 
certain condolements , certain vails ; I hope, fir, if you 
thrive, you'll remember from whence you had them. 

Per, Believe it I vrill : 
By your furtherance I am cloathed in Steel, 
And fpight of all the rupture of the fea. 
This Jewell holds his building on my arme : 
Unto thy value I will mount my felf. 
Upon a Courfer, whofe delightfull fleps. 
Shall make the gazer joy to fee him tread ; 
Only(my friend)! yet am unprovided of a payre of Bafes. 

2. We'll fure provide, thou fhalt have 
My beft gown to make thee a pair ; 
And I'le bring thee to the Court my felf. 

Per, Then honour be but a Goal to my will. 
This day I'le rife, or elfe adde ill to ill. 

Enter 
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Enter Simonldes with attendants, and Tbaifa, 

Are the Knights ready to begin the Triumph ? 

i.Lord. They are, my Liege, and ftay your conuning, 
To prefent themfelves. 

King. Return them ; we are ready, and our Daughter 
In honour of whoie birth, thefe triumphs are, (here, 

Sits here like beauties child, whom Nature gat, 
For men to fee, and feeing wonder at. 

TbM. It pleafeth you (my royall father) to exprefl*e 
My commendations great, whofe merit*8 lefle. 

Kin^, It's fit it ihould be fo ; for Princes are 
A modell which heaven makes like it felf .• 
As Jewels lofe their glory, if negledcd. 
So Princes their Renownes, if not refpe^ed. 
*Tis now your honour (Daughter) to entertain 
The labour of each Knight, in his device. 

Thai, Which to preferve mine honour, I*lc perform. 
The frfi Knight pajfti by. 

King. Who is the firft, that doth preferre himfelf f 

Thai. A Knight of Sfarta (my renowned Father) 
And the device he beares upon his ihield. 
Is a black i£thiope reaching at the Sun ; 
The word ; Lux tua vita mibi. 

King. He loves you mrell, that holds his life of you. 
Thefecond Knight. 
Who is the fecond, that prcfents himfelf / 

Tha. A Prince of Mactdon (my royall Father) 
And the device he beares upon his Shield, 
Is an armed Knight, that*s conquerM by a Lady. 
The Motto thus in Spanifh. Pue Per doleera l^ee per forfa. 
The third Knight. 

King. And what*k the third f 

Thai. The third of Antioch\ and his device 
A wreathe of Chivalry : the word, Me Pompey provexit 
The fourth Knight. {apex. 

King. What is the fourth f 

Thai. A burning Torch that*s tum*d upfide down ; 
The word, Qyi me aiit me extinguit. 

King. Which fhewes that beauty hath his power and 
Which can as well enflame, as it can kill. (will, 

Theffth Knight. 

Thai. The fifth, an hand environed with clouds. 
Holding out gold, that's by the touch-ftone triM : 
The Motto thus : Sic fpeffanda Jides. 
Thejixth Knight. 

King. And what's the fixth and laf^, the which the 
Knight himfelf with fuch a gracefiill courtefie deliverd ? 

Thai. He feems to be a fbanger : but his Prefent is 
A withered Branch, that's onely green at top ; 
The Motto, In haejpe vivo. 

Kin^. A pretty morall j from the deje^ed ftate 
wherem he is, he hopes by you his fortunes yet may 
flourifh. 

1. Lord. He had need mean better then hu outward 
fhew can any way fpeak in his iuft commend : For by 
his nifty out-fide, he appeares to have praaifed more the 
Whipftock, then the Lance. 

2. Lord. He well may be a fbanger, for he comes to 
an honour'd triumph ftrangely fumi£bt. 

%.Lord. And on fet purpofe let his armour nifl 
Untill this day, to fcowre it in the duft. 

King. Opinion's but a fbole, that make ui fcan 
The outward habit by the inward man. 
But ftay, the Knights are pomming. 
We will withdraw into the Gallery. 

Great Jbouts^ and all cry, the mean Knight, 



Enter the King and Knights from Tilting. 

^'/r^. Knights, to fay you're welcome, were fuperftuous. 
I place upon the volume of your deeds, 
As in a Title page, your worth in armes. 
Were more then you expe^, or more then's fit, 
Since every worth in fhew commends it felf : 
Prepare for mirth, for mirth comes at a feaft. 
You are Princes, and my guefts. 

Thai. But you, my Knight and gueft. 
To whom this wreathe of vidory I give. 
And Crown you King of this dayes happinefTe. 

Ter, *Tis more by fortune (Lady) then by merit. 

King. Call it by what you will, the day u yours. 
And here, I hope, is none that envies it : 
In framing an Artift, Art hath thus decreed, 
To make fome good, but others to exceed, 
And you her labour'd Schollar : come, (^een oth* Feaft, 
For (Daughter) fo you are, here take your place : 
Martiall the reft, as they deferve their grace. 

Knights, We are honoured much by good Symonides. 

King. Your prefence glads our dayes, honour we love. 
For who hates honour, hates the gods above. 

Marjh, Sir, yonder is your place. 

Per. Some other is more fit. 

I. Knight. Contend not, fir, for we are Gentlemen, 
That neither in our hearts, nor outward eyes. 
Envy the great, nor doe the low defpife. 

Per. You are right courteous Knights. 

King. Sit, fit, fit. 

By Jove (I wonder) that is King of thoughts, 
Thefe Cates refift me, he not thought upon. 

Thai. By Jttno (that is Queen of Marriage) 
All Viands that I eat doe feem unfavoury, 
Wifhing him my meat : fure he's a gallant Gentleman. 

King.H€% but a country gentleman : has done no more 
Then other Knights have don^ has broken a fbffe, 
Or fo ; let it paffe. 

Thai. To me he feems a Diamond to GlafTe. 

Per. Yon King's to me, like to my Father's pidure. 
Which tells me in that glory once he was. 
And Princes fat like fhrres about his Throne, 
And he the Sun, for them to reverence ; 
None that beheld him, but like lefifer lights. 
Did vaile their Crowns to his fupreamacy \ 
Where now his Son, like a Glo-worm in the night. 
The which hath fire in darkneffe none in light : 
Whereby I fee that Time's the King of men. 
For he's their Parents, and he is their grave, 
And gives them what he will, not what they crave. 

King. What, are you merry. Knights f 

Knights, Who can be other in this royall prefence ? 

King. Here, with a cup that's ftirr'd unto the brimme. 
As you doe love, fill to your Miftrefle iipt, 
We drink this health to you. 

Knights. We thank your Grace. 

King. Yet pawfe a while ; yon Knight doth fit too me- 
As if the entertainment in our Court, (lanchoUy, 

Had not a fliew might countervaile his worth : 
Note it not you, Tbaifa \ 

Thai, What is't to me, my Father ? 

King. O, attend, my Daughter, 
Prinzes in this, ftiould live like gods above. 
Who freely give to every one that come to honour them : 
And Princes not doing fo, are like to Gnats, 
Which make a found, but kill'd, are wondred at : 
Therefore to make his entrance now more fweet, 

Here, 
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Here, fay we drink this (landing bowle of wine to him. 

Thai. Alafle, my Father, it befits not me, 
Unto a ftranger Knight to be fo bold, 
He may my proffer uke for an offence, 
Since men take womens gifts for impudence. 

King, How ? doe as I bid you, or youMl move me elfc. 

UmI, Now by the gods, he could not pleafe me better. 

King. And furthermore tell him, we defire to know of 
Of whence he is, his name and Parentage. ( him, 

Thai, The King my Father (fir) hath drunk to you. 

Per, I thank him. 

Thai, Wifhing it fo much blood unto your life. 

Per, I thank both him and you, and pledge him freely. 

That, And further, he defires to know of you. 
Of whence you are, your name and parentage. 

Per, A Gentleman of Tyrr, my name Pericies, 
My education been in Arts and Armes. 
Who looking for adventures in the world. 
Was by the rough Seas reft of fhips and men. 
And after (hip- wrack, driven upon this fhore. 

Thai. He thanks your Grace; names himfelf Prr/V/n, 
A Gentleman of Tyre^who only by misfortune of the feat, 
Bereft of fhips and men, caft on the fhore. 

King, Now by the gods, I pitty his misfortune. 
And will awake him from his melanchoUy. 
Come, Gentlemen, we fit too long on trifles. 
And wafle the time, which looks for other revels. 
Even in your armours as you are addrefl. 
Will very well become a Souldiers dance : 
I will not have excufe, with faying that 
Loud Mufick is too harfh for Ladies heads. 
Since they love men in Armes, as well as beds. 

They Dance. 
So, this was well ask*d, *twas well performed. 
Come, fir, here's a Lady that wants breathing too : 
And I have heard, you Knights of Tyre^ 
Are excellent in making Ladies trip. 
And that their meafures are as excellent. 

Per, In thofe that praftife them, they are (my Lord.) 

King, Oh that's as much, as you would be deny'd 
Of your hiT courteAe : unclaipe, unclafpe. 

Tbey Dance. 
Thanks, Gentlemen, to all ; all have done wrell. 
But you the htfk : Pages and lights, to conduA 
Thefe Knights unto their feverall Lodgings : 
Yours, fir, we have given order to be next our own. 

Per, I am at your Graces pleafure. 

King. Princes, it is too late to talk of love, 
And that's the marke I know you levell at : 
Therefore each one betake him to his reft, 
To morrow, all for fpceding doe their beft. 
Enter Heilicanm, and EJcanes. 

Hell. No, EJcanesy know this of me, 
tAntiocbus from inceft liv'd not free : 
For which, the mofl high gods not minding 
Longer to with-hold the vengeance that 
They had in flore, due to his hainous 
Capitall offence ; even in the height and pride 
Of all his glory, when he vns feated in 
A Chariot of an ineftimable value, and his Daughter 
With him ; a fire from heaven came and fhriveFd 
Up thofe bodies, even to loathing, for they Co fbink, 
That all thofe eyes ador'd them, ere their fall. 
Scorn now their hand fhould give them buriall. 

EJcanes, It was very flrange. (great, 

Hell, And yet but juflice j for though this King were 



His greatnefTe was no guard to barre heavens fhaft. 
By fin had his reward. 
EJcan, 'Tis very true. 

Enter tvfo or three Lords, 

1. Lord. See, not a man in private conference, 
Or counfell, hath refpefl with him but he. 

2. Lord. It fhall no longer grieve without reproof. 

3. Lord, And curft be he that will not fecond it. 

J, Lord, Follow me then: Lord HeUkane^ a word. 

Hell, With me? and welcome, happy day, my Lords. 

i.Lord. Know that our griefs are rifen to the top. 
And now at length they over-flow their banks. 

Hell. Your griefs, for what ? 
Wrong not your Prince you love. 

I, Lord. Wrong not your felf then, noble Hellican, 
But if the Prince doe live, let us (alute him, 
Or know what ground's made happy by his breath : 
If in the world he live, we'll feek him out i 
If in his grave he reft, we'll find him there, 
And be refolv'd, he lives to govern us: 
Or dead, give's caufe to mourn his Funerall, 
And leave us to our free Ele^on. 

2,Lor,V/hoCe death indeed, the fbongeft in our cenfure, 
And knowing this Kingdome is without a head, 
Like goodly buildings left without a Roof, 
Soon fall to ruine : your noble felf. 
That beft knowes how to rule, and how to reign. 
We thus fubmit unto our Soveraign. 

Omnes, Live, noble Hellican, 

Hell, Try honours caufe ; forbear your fuftirages : 
If that you love Prince Pericles^ forbear, 
(Take I your wifh, I leap into the Seas, 
Where's hourely trouble, for a minutes eafe) 
A twelve-moneth longer, let me entreat you 
To forbear the abfence of your King ; 
If in which time expir'd, he not return, 
I fhall with aged patience bear your yoke. 
But if I cannot win you to this love. 
Go fearch like Nobles, like noble Subje^, 
And in your fearch, fpend your adventurous worth. 
Whom if you finde, and winne unto return. 
You fhall like Diamonds fit about his Crown. 

i.Lord, To vrifedome, he's a foole that will not yield, 
And fince Lord Hellican enjoyneth us, 
We with our travels will endeavour. 

Hell. Then you love us, we you, and we'll clafp hands. 
When Peeres thus knit, a Kingdome ever ftands. Exit, 
Enter the King reading of a Letter^ at one door, 
and the Knights meet him, 

1. Knight, Good morrow to the good Smonides, 
King, Knights, from my Daughter this I let you know. 

That for this twelve-moneth, fhe'll not undertake 

A married life : her reafon to her felf is onely known. 

Which yet from her by no meanes can I get. 

2. Knight, May we not get accefTe to her (my Lord] 
King. Faith, by no meanes, fhe hath fo ftridly 

Ti'd her to her Chamber, that 'tis impoflible : 
One twelve Moons more fhe'll wear ^ianaes livery : 
This by the eye of Cynthia hath fhe vowed, 
And on her Virgin honour will not break. 

2'Knig, Loth to bid farewell, we take our leaves. Exit. 

King, So, they are well difpatcht. 
Now to my daughters Letter ; fhe tells roe here. 
She'll wed the ftranger Knight, 
Or never more to view nor day nor light. 
'Tis well, Mifbis, your choyce agrees with mine. 
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I like that well : nay how abfolute ihe*s iii*t, 

Not minding whether I diflike or no. 

Well, I doe commend her choyce, and will no longer 

Have it be delayed : foft, here he comet, 

I muft dilTemble it. 

Enter Pericles, 
Per. All fortune to the good SmoniJes. 
King. To you at much : Sir, I am beholding to you. 
For your fweet mu6ck thii laft night : 
I doe proteft, my earct were never better fed 
With fuch delightfull pleafing harmony. 

Per. It it your Gracet pleaiure to commend, 
Not my defert. 

King. Sir, you are Mufickt mafter. 
Ter. The worft of all her Schollan(my good Lord) 
King. Let me atke you one thing. 
What doe you think of my Daughter, (ir^ 
7^r. A moft virtuout PrinceiTe. 
King. And ihe*t fair too, is fhe not f 
Per. At a fair day in Summer : wondrout hit. 
King. Sir, my Daughter thinkt very well of you, 
I, fo well, that you muft be her Mafter, 
And fhe will be your SchoUar ; therefore look to it. 
Per. I am unworthy to be her Schoolmafter. 
King. She thinkt not fo, perufe thit writing elfe. 
P/r. What*t here, a Letter, that (ht lovet the Knight of 
*Tis the King*t fubtilty to have my life : {Tyre 7 

Oh (eek not to intrap me, graciout Lord, 
A ftranger and diftrefled Gentleman, 
That never aim*d fo high to love your Daughter, 
But bent all officet to honour her. 

King. Thou haft bewitcht my Daughter, 
And chou art a Villain. 

Per, By the gods I have not j never did thought 
Of mine levy offence \ nor never did my anions 
Yet commence, a deed might gain her love. 
Or your difpleafure. 

King. Traitor, thou lyeft. 
Per. Traitor ! 
King. 1, Traitor. 

Per. Even in his throat, unlefTe it be a King, 
That calls me Traitor, I return the lye. 

King. Now by the gods I doe applaud hit courage. 
Per, lA^ adions are at noble at my thoughtt, 
That never rellifht of a bafe defcent : 
I came unto the Court for honoun caufe. 
And not be a Rebel to her ftate : 
And he that othervrife accounts of me, 
Thit Sword fhall prove, he's honoun enemy. 

itrfff. Nowhere comet my Daughter, fhe can witnefs it. 

EMter Tbaija, 
Per. Then at you are at virtuout, at fair, 
Refolve your angry Father, if my tongue 
Did e*re folicite, or my hand fubfcribe 
To any fyllable that made love to you f 

Thai. Why, fir, if you had, who takes ofltence. 
At that would make me glad ? 

IGng. Yea, mifbit, are you fo peremptory ? 
I am ghd of it wtthall my heart, ^fide, 

rie tame you. Fie bring you in fubjedion. 
Will you, not having my confent, 
Beftow your love and your afte^ont. 
Upon a ftranger ? who, for ought I know, Afide. 

May be ( nor can I think the contrary) 
As great in blood as I my felf. 
Therefore hear you, MifbeiTe, either frame 



Your will to mine ; and you, fir, hear you, 

Either be rul'd by me, or Tie make you 

Man and Wife j nay, come your handt 
And lipt muft feale it too : and being joynM, 
rie that your hopes defhY>y, and for fiirther grief, 
God give you joy ; what, are you both pleafed ? 

Tbeu. Yet, if you love me, fir. 

Per. Even as my life, or blood that foflert it. 

King, What, are you both agreed f 

j4ml. Yes, if it pleafe your Majefly. 

King. It pleafeth me fo well, that I will fee you wed. 
And then with what hafle you can, get you to bed. 

Enter Gower. 
Ntm yJUep flawed batb the rout, 
No din hutjnores about the bouje. 
Made louder by the ore-fee beaB, 
Of this wiofi pompom marriage feaB : 
The Cat vrith eyne of burning coale. 
Now couches from the Moufes bole \ 
And Cric\etfing at tbe Ovens moutbf 
Are the blither for their drouth : 
Hymen bath brought tbe Bride to bed, 
IVbere by the loffe of Maiden-bead, 
A Babe it moulded, by attent. 
And time that is Jo briefly J pent , 
H^tth your fine fancies quaintly each, 
}ybat*s dumbe injhevf. Pie plain withfpeecb. 

Enter Pericles and Smonides at one door with atten- 
dantt, a MefTenger meett them, kneelet, and gives Pe- 
ricles a Letter, Pericles fhewes it Simonides, the Lords 
kneele to him ; then enter Thaifa with childe, with 
Lychorida a Nurfe, the King fhewes her the Letter, 
fhe rejoycet : fhe and Periclis take leave of her Father, 
and depart. 

" manj a deame and painfull peareb 

fPenclet, the carefnll Jearch, 
the four oppofing Crignes, 
tvbich tbe world together jeynes. 
Is made with all due diligence. 
That borfe andfaile, and high expence, 
Can Reed tbe quefi at lafi from Tyre, 
Fame anfweriug tbe moft Brange enquire. 
To tV Court ofKm% Simonides, 
Are Letters brought, tbe tenour thefe : 
Antiochut and his Daughter* s dead, 
The men ofTyrvM, on the bead 
Of HcWicainut would fet on 
Tbe Crown of Tyre, but be will none : 
Tbe mutiny, be there ha fief t* oppreffe, 
Sayes to tbem^ if King Periclet 
Cme not home in twice fix ^Moones, 
He, obedient to their doomes, 
fTtll take the Crown : thefumme of this 
Brought hither to PentapoHs, 
Irony fxd the Regions round, 
•And every one with claps can found. 
Our heir apparant is a King : 
fVho dreamt t who thought ofjuch a t hing ? 
Brief, he muft hence depart to Tyre, 
His Queen with child, maizes her defire, 
IVbui who fhall croffe along to go. 
Omit we all their dole and woe : 
Lychorida her Nurfe Jbe takjh 
And Jo to Sea ; then wffell Jba{es, 
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On Neptune* billom^ half the jUoi^ 
Hath thtir Kale art : hut fortune mov'd 
Variei again^ the gr'ifiy North 
Dtfgorget fuch a tewtfeji forth^ 
That as a Duckjor ttfe that drives^ 
So up anddvwu the poorjhip dives : 
The LadyJhree(Sf and r^ell-a-near^ 
Doth fall in travel/ with her fear : 
j^d what enfues in thisfelffiorme^ 
Shall for itfelf itfelfperfrrm : 
I nill relate^ affion may 
Conveniently the reft convey j 
ff^ich might not ? what by me is told^ 
In your imagination hold: 
This Stage f the Ship, upon who/e Dee(y 
The Seas toft Pericles, appeares to/pea^. 

Enter Pericles on Shiphoord. 

Per. The God of this great vaft, rebuke thefe furgcs 
Which waih both heaven and hell, and thou that haft 
Upon the windes command, bind them in Brafle, 
Having call*d them from the deep, O ItiU 
Thy dearning dreadfull thunders ; daily quench 
Thy nimble fulphcrous flaihes : O how, Lychorida? 
How does my Queen ? then ftorm venomoufly, 
Wilt thou fpetall thy felf? the Sea mans whiftle 
Is a whifper in the eares of death, 
Unheard Lychorida ? Lucina, oh I 
Divineft Patronefle, and my Wife, gentle 
To thofe that cry by night, convey thy Deity 
Aboard our dancing Boat, make fwift the pangs 
Of my Queens travels. Now, Lychorida, 
Enter Lychorida, 

Lycbor, Here is a thing too young for fuch a place. 
Who if it had conceit, would dye, as I am like to doe : 
Take in your armes this piece of your dead Queen. 

Per. How f how, Lychorida ? 

Lychor, Patience, good fir, doc not aflift the ftorme. 
Here's all that is left living of our Queen ; 
A little Daughter, for the fake of it 
Be manly, and take comfort. 

Per, Oh you gods ! 
Why doe you make us love your goodly gifts. 
And fnatch them ftraight away f 
We here below, recall not what we give. 
And we therein may ufe honour with you. 

Lychor, Patience, good fir, even for this charge. ' 

Per, Now milde may be thy life. 
For a more blufterous birth had never Babe : 
Quiet and gentle thy conditions ; 
For thou art the rudelieft welcome to this world. 
That ever was Princes Childe : happy that foUowes, 
Thou haft as chiding a Nativity, 
As Fire, Aire, Water, Earth, and Heaven can make. 
To harold thee from the wombe : 
Even at the firft, thy loflfe is more then can 
Thy portage quite, with all thou canft finde here : 
Now the good gods throw their beft eyes upon it. 
Bnter two Saylors, 

I . Sayl, What courage, fir f God fave you. 

Per, Courage enough, I doe not fear the flaw, 
It hath done to me the worft : yet for the love 
Of this poor In^t, this freih new Sea-farer, 
I would it would be quiet. 

I. ^/. Slack the bolins there; thou wilt not, wilt thou? 
Blow and fplit thy felf. 



1 . Scyl, But Sea-room, and the brine and cloudy bil- 
low kiile the Moon, I care not. 

1 . Sayl, Sir, your Queen muft over-board. 
The Sea works high, the winde is loud. 

And will not lie till the Ship be cleared of the dead. 

Per, That's your fuperftition. 

I. Pardon us, fir; with us at Sea it ftill hath bin obferved, 
And we are ftrong in Eaftem, therefore briefly yield her. 

Per, As you think meet, for ihe muft o*re-board 
Moft urretched Queen. (ftraight, 

Lychor. Here ftie lies, fir. 

Per, A terrible Child-bed haft thou had (my Dear) 
No light, no fire, the unfriendly Elements 
Forgot thee utterly, nor have I time 
To bring thee hallowed to thy grave, but ftraight 
Muft caft thee fcarcely Coffind, in oare, 
Where for a Monument upon thy bones. 
The ayre remaining lamps, the belching Whale, 
And humming water muft o'rewhelme thy Corps, 
Lying with fimple fhells : Oh Lychorida, 
Bid NeBor bring me Spices, Ink and Paper, 
My Casket and my Jewels, and bid Nicander 
Bring me the Sattin Coffin ; lay the Babe 
Upon the Pillow ; hie thee, whiles I (ay 
A Prieftly farewell to her : fuddenly, woman. 

2. &ry/. Sir, we have a Cheft beneath the hatches, 
Caulkt and bittumed ready. 

Per. I thank thee : Marriner fay, what Coaft is this ? 

2 . Sayl, We are near Tharjm, 

Per, Thither, gentle Marriner, 
Alter thy courfe for T^re : when canft thou reach it ? 

i.Sayl. By break of day, if the winde ceafe. 

'Per. O make for Tharjui, 
There will I vifit Cleon, for the Babe 
Cannot hold out to Tynu ; there Tic leave it 
At carefull nurfing : go thy wayes, good Marriner, 
rie bring the body prefently. Exit, 

Enter Lord Cerymon with a Servant, 

Cer, P by lemon, hoa. 

Enter Philemon, 

Phil. Doth my Lord call f 

Cer, Get fire and meat for thefe poor men. 
It hath been a turbulent and ftormy night. 

Ser. I have been in many : but fuch a night as this, 
Till now, I ne're endured. 

Cer, Your Maftcr will be dead ere you return. 
There's nothing can be miniftred to nature, 
That can recover him ; give this to the Pothccary, 
And tell me how it works. 

Enter two Gentlemen, 

1. Gent. Good morrow. 

2. Gent. Good morrow to your Lordihip. 
Cer. Gentlemen, why doe you ftirre fo early ? 
i.Gfif/. Sir, our lodgings ftanding bleak upon the Sea, 

Shook as if the earth did quake : 

The very principles did feem to rend and all to topple. 

Pure furprize and fear made me to leave the houfe. 

2. Gent, That is the caufc we trouble you fo early, 
'Tis not our husbandry. 

Cm O you fay well. 

I. Gent, But I much marvell that your Lordihip 
Having rich attire about you, ihould at thefe early houres 
Shake ofl^the golden flumber of repofe; *tis moft ftrange. 
Nature ihould be fo converfant with pain, 
Being thereto not compelled. 

Cer, I hold it ever Virtue and Cunning. 

Were 
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Were endowments greater, then Noblene^ and Riches, 
Carelefs heirs may the two latter darken and expend ; 
But immortality attends the former, 
Making a Man a God : 
'Tis known, I ever have ftudied Phyfick, 
Through which fecret Art, by turning o're Authority, 
I have together with my pra^fe, made familiar 
To me and to my aide, the beft infiifions that dwells 
In vegetives. In Mettals, Stones : and can fpeak of the 
Difturbances that Nature works, and of her cures ; 
Which doth give me a more content in coorfe of true de- 
Then to be thirfty after tottering Honour, (Vi^ht 
Or tye my pleafure up in filken Bags, 
To pleafe the Fool and Death. 

2. Gent, Your honour hath through Epbejm^ 
Poured forth your charity, and hundred call themfelves 
Your Creatures ; who by you have been reftored. 
And not your knowledge, your perfonall pain, 
But even your purfe ftill open, hath built Lord Cerimon 
Such (bong renown, as never ihall decay. 
Enter mo or thru vitb a Cbefl. 

Ser, So, lift there. 

Cer. What's that / 

Ser, Sir,even now did the Sea,tofl*e up upon our ihore 
This Cheft; *tis of Tome wrack. 

Cer, Set it down, let us look upon it. 

2. Qent. *Tis like a Coffin, fir. 

Or. What e*re it be, *tis wondrous heavy ; 
Wrench it open ftraight : 
If the Seas ftomack be o*re-charg*d with gold, 
*Tis a good conftraint of Fortune it belches upon us. 

2. Gent. *Tis fo, my Lord. (it up ? 

Crr.How clofe *tis caulkt and bottom*d,did the Tea caft 

Ser. I never iaw fo huge a billow, fir, as toft it upon 
fhore. 

Grr. Wrench it open ; it finells moft fweetly in my 

2. Gent. A delicate Odour. (fence. 

Cer, As ever hit my noftrill t fo, up with it. 
Oh you moft potent gods ! what's here, a Coarfe ? 

1. Gent. Moft ftrange. 

Cer. Shrowded in cloth of ftate,balm*d and entreafured 
With fiill bags of Spices, a Pafport to ^foJIo, 
PtrftSt me in the Charaders. 

Here J ghve to under fiandy 

Ife're this Qffin drive a land\ 

I King Pericles have loft 

This Queeny worth all our mundane coft : 

fybo finds her, grtfe her burying. 

She was the Daughter of a King. 

Befides tbu treajurefor a fee. 

The gods requite bit charity. 

If thou liveftPmrib, thou baft a heart 

That even cracks for woe: this chanc*d to night. 

2. Gent, Moft likely, fir. 

Cer. Nay ceruinly to night, for look bow frefti (he 
They were too rough, that threw her in the fea. (looks. 
Make a fire within, fetch hither all my boxes in my Clofet, 
Death may ufurpe on Nature manyhoures. 
And yet the fire of life kindle again the o*re-preft fpirits. 
I heard of an jEgyptian that had nine houres been dead. 
Who was by good appliance recovered. 

Enter one with Napl^ins and Fire. 
Well (aid, well faid, the fire and cloathes. 
The rough and wofuU mufick that we have, 



Caufe it to found I be(eech you : 

The Viall once more ; how thou ftirreft, thou block ? 

The Mufick there : I pray you give her aire \ 

Gentlemen, this Queen will live. 

Nature awakes a warme breath out of her ; 

She hath not been entranft above five houres, 

See how (he gins to blow into lifes fiower again. 

1. Gen, The heavens through you, encreaie our wonder, 
And lets up your &me for ever. 

Cer. She is alive, behold her eye-lids. 
Cafes to thofe heavenly jewels which Pericles hath loft. 
Begin to part their fringes of bright gold 
The Diamonds of a moft praifed water doth appear. 
To make the world twice rich, live, and make us weep. 
To hear your fate, fair creature, rare as you fecm to be. 
She moves. 

Thai. O dear Diana, where am I / where's my Lord f 
What world is this ? 

2. Gent, Is not this fbange f 
I. Gent, Moft rare. 

Cer, Hufh fmy gentle ndghbour) lend me your hands. 
To the next chamber bear her, get linnen ; 
Now this matter muft be lookt too, for the relapfe 
Is mortall : come, come, and, Efculapius, guide us. 

Thrf carry her away. Exeunt omnes. 



f^dlus Tertius. 



Enter Pericles at Tharfut, with Qeon and Dionizia, 

Per, Moft honoured Cleon, 1 muft needs be gone. 
My twelve moneths are expired, and Tyre fbnds 
In a peace : you and your Lady take from my heart 
All thankfulnefte. The gods make up the reft upon you. 

Oeon. Your ihakes of fortune, though they hate you 
Mortally, yet glance full wondringly on us. (pleafed 

Dion. O your fweet Queen ! that the fh-id fates had 
You had brought her hither to have bleft mine eyes with 

Per. We cannot but obey the powers above us j (her. 
Could I rage and rore as doth the Sea ihe lies in. 
Yet the end muft be as *tis : my gentle babe cMarina, 
Whom (for fhe was born at Sea] I have named fo. 
Here, I charge your charity vrithall ; leaving her 
The infant of your care, befeeching you to give her 
Princely training, that ihe may be mannerM as fhe is 
born. 

Cleon. Fear not (my Lord) but think your Grace, 
That fed my Countrey with your Corn j for which. 
The peoples prayers daily 611 upon you, muft in your 

Childe 
Be thought on, if negled fhould therein make me vile, 
The common body that's by you reliev'd. 
Would force me to my duty ; but if to that. 
My nature need a fpurrc, the gods revenge it ! 

Upon me and mine, to the end of generation. j 

Per. I believe you, your honour and your goodneife, | 
Teach me toot without your vowes, till fhe be married, j 
Madam, by bright Diana, whom we honour. 
All unfifter'd fhall this heir of mine remain, \ 

Though I fhew will in't : fo I toke my leave : ! 

Good Madam, make me bleffed, in your care j 

In bringing up my Childe. i 

Dion. I have one my felf, who fhall not be more dear 
to my refped than yours, my Lord. 

Per^ ; 
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Per, Madam, my thanks and prayers. 

Geon, We*ll bring your Grace to the edge of the 
ihore, then give you up to the masked Neptune^ and the 
gcntleft windes of heaven. 

7er, I will embrace your of}eryCome,deareft Madam: 
O no tearesy Lycborida^ no teares ; look to your little 
Miftris, on whofe grace you may depend hereafter : 
come, my Lord. 

Enter Cerymon, and Tbai/a, 

Cer. Madam, this Letter, and fome certain Jewels, 
Lay with you in your Coffer, which are at your com- 
Know you the Character ? (mand : 

Thai, It is, my Lords, that I was ihipt at Sea, I well 
remember, even on my eaning time : but whether there 
delivered, by the holy gods, I cannot rightly fay : but 
fince King Teric/es, my wedded Lord, I ne*re fhall fee 
again, a veftall livery will I take me to, and never more 
have joy. 

Qer, Madam, if this you purpofe as ye fpeak, 
Dtanaet Temple is not diftant farre. 
Where you may abide till your date expire. 
Moreover if you pleafe, a Neece of mine. 
Shall there attend you. 

TbM. My recompence is thanks, that*s all, 
Yet my good will is great, though the gift fmall. Bxit. 

Enter Gvwer, 

Gower. Imagine Pericles arrived at Tyre, 
WeUonCd and fettled to bis <mn dejire 5 
Bu vrofuU Queen rre leave at Ephefus, 
Unto Diana, thereat a Votarejfe, 
NftVf to Marina bend your minde^ 
H^bom our f aft growing feene mujifinde 
^Tharfus,4ff^ by Cleon trained 
In Mujicl^i' letters^ wbo bath gained 
Of education all t be grace ^ 
JVbicb mai(es bizb ootb tbe art and place 
Ofgenerall wonder : but alac( 
Tbat monfier Envy oft tbe wracl( 
Of earned praife, Marina*8 ///» 
Seel^to tal(e off by treafon^s ^nife^ 
And in tbis J^inde^ our Cleon batb 
One Daugbter and a full grown wencb^ 
Even ripe for Aiarriage figbt : this Maid 
1 Higbt Philoten ; and it isjaid 
I For certain in our fiory^ fife 
Would ever witb Marina be^ 
Be*t wben tbey weav'd tbe fieded fUk^^ 
Witb fingers long, fmall ^ wbite as mill(f 
Or wbenjhe would witbd>arp needle wound 
Tbe Cambric](i wbicbfbe made more found 
By bur ting it, or wben to tb* Lute 
Sbefung, and made tbe nigbt bed mute, 
Tbatftill records wit bin one, or wben 
Sbe would witb ricb and conftant pen, 
Vaile to ber Miflreffe D'lonftill, 
This Phyloten contends in s^ill 
Witb abfolute Marina :fo 
Tbe Dove of f^iphoa migbt witb tbe Crow 
Vieftatbers wbite. Marina gets 
All praifes, wbicb are paid ae debts. 
And not as given, tbis Jo darl(s 
, In Phyloten all gracefull marines, 
I Tbat Cleon *s fflfe with envy rare, 
A prefent Murderer do* s prepare 
For good Marina, tbat ber Daugbter 
Migbt Band peerleffe by tbuflaugbter. 



Tbefooner ber vile tbougbts to Bead, 
Lychorida our Nurfe is dead. 
And curfed Dionizia batb 
The pregnant infirument of wrath 
Preftfor this blow, tbe unborn event, 
I doe commend to your content, 
Onely I carried winged Time, 
Pope on tbe lame feet of my rime, 
Jrbich never could I Jo convey, 
Unlefse your thoughts went on my way. 
Dionista doth appear. 

With Leonine a Murderer. Exit. 

Enter Dionizia, and Leonine. 

^ion. Thy oath remember, thou haft fworn to do it, 
*tis but a b)ov«(, which never ihall be known , thou canft 
not doe a thing in the world fo foon, to yield thee fo 
much profit, let not confcience which is but cold, infla- 
ming thy love bofome, enflame too nicely ; nor let pitty, 
which even women have caft off, melt thee, but be a foul- 
dier to thy purpofe. 

Leon. I will do*t, but yet fhe is a goodly Creature. 

Dion, The fitter then the gods ihould have her. 
Here ihe comes weeping for her onely MiftrefTe death : 
Thou art refolv*d ? 

Leon. I am refolvM. 

Enter Marina witb a Basket of Flowers, 

Mar. No : I will rob Telltis of her weed, to ftrew thy 
Grave with Flowers: the yellowes, blewes, the purple 
Violets and Marigolds, ihall as a Carpet hang upon thy 
Grave, While Summer dayes doth laft. Aye me, poor 
Maid, bom in a tempeft, when my Mother di*d : this 
world to me is like a lafting ftorme, hurrying me from 
my friends. 

Dion. How now, ^Marina? why de*ye weep alone/ 
How chance my Daughter b not with you f 
Doe not confume your blood with forrowing, 
You have a Nurfe of me. Lord ? how your favour*s 
Chang*d, with this unprofitable woe : 
Come give me your Flowers, ere the Sea marre it. 
Walk with Leonine, the aire is quick there. 
And it pierces and iharpens the ftomack ; 
Come, Leonine, take her by the arme, walk with her. 

Mar. No I pray you. Tie not bereave you of your 
Servant. 

Dion. Come, come, I love the King your Father, and 
your felf, with more then forreign heart ; we every day 
exped him here, when he ihall come and finde our Para- 
gon, to all reports thus blafted. He will repent the breadth 
of his great voyage, blame both my Lord and me, that we 
have taken no care to your beft courfes. Go I pray you, 
walk and be cheerfull once again ; referve that excellent 
complexion, which did fteale the eyes of young and old. 
Care not for me, I can go home alone. 

cMar. Well, I will go, but yet 1 have no defire to it. 

Dion, Come, come, I know *tis good for you : 
Walk half an houre, Leonine, at the leaft. 
Remember what I have faid. 

Leon. I warrant you, Madam. 

Dion, rie leave you, my fweet Lady, for a while : pray 
walk fofcly, doe not heat your blood : What, I muft have 
a care of you. 

Mar, My thanks, fweet Madam. Is the winde Wefter- 
ly that blowes f 

Leon, South-weft. 

Mar. When I was born, the winde was North. 

Leon. Was't fo ? 

Mar, 
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Mar, My Father, as Nurfe faith, did never fear, but 
cryed good Sea-men to the Sailors, galling his Kingly 
hands, hailing ropes, and clafping to the Mail, endured a 
Sea that alinoft burft the deck. 

Leon, When was this f 

Mar, When I was bom, never was waves nor winde 
more violent, and from the ladder tackle, wa(hes off a 
Canvas clymer, ha, faith one, wilt out / and with a drop- 
ping induftry they skip from item to flern:the Boat-fwain 
whiftles, and the Mailer calls and trebles their confiifion. 

Leon, Come, fay your prayers. 

Mar. What mean you ? 

Leon, If you require a little fpace for prayer, I grant 
it, pray, but be not tedious, for the gods are quick of ear, 
and I am fwom to doe my work with hafle. 

Mar, Why, will you kill me? 

Ltom, To £idsfie my Lady. 

Mar, Why would flie have me killM now f as I can 
remember by my troth, I never did hurt her in all my 
life, I never fpake bad word, nor did ill turn to any li- 
ving creature t believe me now, I never kiird a Moufe, 
nor hurt a Flye. I trod upon a worme once againfl my 
will, but 1 wept for it. How have I offended, wherein 
my death might yield her any profit, or my life imply 
her any danger / 

Lton. My Commiffion is not to reafon of the deed, 
but do*t. 

Mar. You will not do*t for all the world, I hope : 
you are well favoured, and your looks fbre-fhew you have 
a very gentle heart, I faw you lately when you caught 
hurt in parting two that fought : good-footh it fhewed 
well in you, do fo now, your Lady feeks my life, come you 
between, and fave poor me the weaker. 

Leon, I am fwom, and will difpatch. 
Enttr Pirates, 

Pirat, I. Hold villain. 

Pirat. 2. A prize, a prize. 

Pirat, 3. Half part mates, half part. Come lets have 
her aboard fodainly. Exeunt, 

Enter Leonine, 

Leon.Thcft roguing thieves ferve the great Pirate f^ai- 
</ei, and they have feized Marina, let her go, tliere's no 
hope fhe will return : Tie fwear ^e*s dead, and thrown 
into the Sea, but Tie fee further, perhaps they will but 
pleafe themfelves upon her, not carry her aboard, if fhe 
remain. 

Whom they have raviiht, muft by me be flain. 
Enter Pander, Bou/t eutd Bawd, 

TanJer. BeuJt, 

Bou/t, Sir. 

Pander, Search the noarket narrowly, Metaiine is full 
of gallants, we loft too much money this Mart, by being 
too Wenchleflfe. 

Bavrd, We were never fo much out of creatures, we 
have but poor three, and they can doe no more then they 
can doe, and they with continuall adion, are even as 
good as rotten. 

Pander, Therefore let's have firefli ones what e*re we 
pay for them, if there be not a confcience to be usM in 
every trade, we fliall never profper. 

Bawd. Thou fay*ft true, *tis not our bringing up of 
poor baftards, as 1 think, I have brought fome eleven. 

Boult. 1 too eleven, and brought them down again, 
But fhall I fearch the market ? 

Bawd. What elfe, man f the ftuffe we have, a fbong 
winde will blow it to pieces, they are fo pittifiilly fodden. 



Pander. Thou fay'fl true, there's two unwholefome in 
confcience, the poor TranJUvanian is dead that lay with 
the little baggage. 

Boult. I, fhe quickly poupt him, ihe made him roaft- 
meat for wormes, but Tie go fearch the market. Exit. 

Pand,Thrct or four thoufand Chickeens were as pretty 
a proportion to live quietly, and fo give over. 

Bawd, Why, to give over I pray you ? Is it a fhame 
to get when we are old ^ 

Pand. Oh our credit comes not in like the commodity, 
nor the commodity wages not with the danger : there- 
fore, if in our youths we could pick up fome pretty efbte, 
'twere not amifle to keep our door hatch'd j befides the 
fore termes we ftand upon with the gods, will be fbrong 
with us for giving o're. 

Bawd, Come, other forts offend as well as we. 

Pand, As well as we, I, and better too, we offend worfe, 
neither is our profeffion any Trade, it's no calling : but 
here comes Boult. 

Enter Boult with Pirates, and Mtrana, 

Boult, Come your wayes, my maflers, you fay ihe's a 

Sayl, O fir, we doubt it not. (virgin ? 

Boult, Mafter, I have gone through for this piece you 
If you like her, fo ; if not, I have loft my earneft. (fee. 

Bawd. Boult, has ihe any qualities ? 

Boult. She has a good iace, fpeaks well, and has ex- 
cellent good cloathes : there's no fiuther neceifity of qua- 
lities can make her be refufed. 

Bawd. What's her price, Boult} 

Boult, I cannot be bated one doit of a thoufand pieces. 

Pand. Well, follow me, my Maiters, you ihall have 
your money prefently : wife, take her in , inftrad her 
what ihe has to doe, that ihe may not be raw in her en- 
tertainment 

Bawd. Boult, take you the markes of her, the colour 
of her haire, complexion, height, age, with warrant of her 
virginity, and cry ; He that will give moft, ihall have her 
firft. Such a maiden-head were no cheap thing , if men 
were as they have been : Get this done as I command you. 

Boult, Performance ihall follow. 

Mar, Ahck that Leonine was fo flack, fo flow : 
He ihould have ihuck, not fpoke ', 
Or that thefe Pirates, not enough barbarous. 
Had not o're-board thrown me, for to feek my Mother. 

Bawd, Why weep you, pretty one ? 

Mar. That I am pretty. 

Bawd, Come, the gods have done their part in you. 

Mar, I accufe them not. 

Bawd, You are light into my hands. 
Where you are like to live. 

Mar, The more's my fault, to fcape his hands. 
Where I was like to dye. 

Bawd, I, and you ihall live in pleafure. 

Mar, No. 

Bawd, Yes indeed ihall you, and tafte Gentlemen of 
all faihions. You fliall fare well ; you ihall have the dif. 
ference of all complexions : what de'ye ftop your eares ? 

Mar, Are you a woman ? 

Bawd. What would you have me to be, if I be not a 
woman ? 

Mar, An honeft woman, or not a woman. 

Bawd. Marry whip thee, Goiling:! think I ihall have 
fomething to doe with you. Come, y'are a young fooliih 
fapling, and muft be bowed as I would have ye. 

Mar, The gods defend me. 

Bawd. If it pleafe the gods to defend you by men, 
b then 
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then men muft comfort you, men muft feed you, men muft 
ftirre you up : Bou/t*$ returnM. 

Enter Boulu 
Now, fir, haft thou cry*d her through the Market f 

Boult.l have cri'd heralmoft to the number of her hairs, 
I have drawn her pidture with my voice. 

Baud. And prithee tell me, how do*ft thou find the in- 
clination of the people, efpecially of the younger fort f 

Boult. Faith they liltened to me, as they would have 
hearkned to thir fathers Teftament.There wai a Spaniards 
mouth fo watered, that he went to bed to her very defcri- 
ption. 

Baud, We ihall have him here to morrow with his 
beft rufife on. 

Boult, To night, to night, but Miftris, do you know 
the French Knight that cowres i*th hams ? 

Baud. Who, Mounfieur Verollm f 

Boult. I, he offered to cut a caper at the proclamation, 
but he made a groan at it, and fwore he would fee her to 
morrow. 

Baud. Well, well, as for him he brought his difeafe 
hither, here he doth but repair it, I know he will come 
in our ihadow, to fcatter his crowns in the fun. 

Boult. Well, if we had of every Nation a traveller, 
we fhould lodge them with this figne. 

Baud. Pray you come hither a while, you have For- 
tunes comming upon you , mark me, you muf( feem to do 
that fearfully, which you commit willingly, defpife pro- 
fit , where you have moft gain , to weep that you live as 
you do, makes pitty in your lovers feldome, but that pit- 
ty begets you a good opinion , and that opinion a meer 
profit. 

Mar, I underftand you not. 

Boult. O take her home, miftris, take her home, thefe 
blufhes of hers muft be quencht with fome prefent praf^fe. 

Baud. Thou fayeft true ifaith , fo they muft, for your 
Bride goes to that with fhame , which is her way to go 
with warrant. 

Boult. Faith fome do, and fome do not , but Miffaris, 
if I have bargained for the joynt. 

Baud. Thou maift cut a morfe! off the fpit. 

Boult. I may fo. 

Baud. Who fhould deny it? 
Come young one, I like the manner of your garments well. 

Boult. I by my ^ith, they ihall not be changed yet. 

Baud. Boult f fpend thou that in the Town, report 
what a fojoumer we have,you*ll lofe nothing by cuftome. 
When nature framed this piece , (he meant thee a good 
turn, therefore fay what a parragon fhe is, and thou haft 
the harveft out of thine own report. 

Boult. I warrant you mifbis, thunder ihall not fo 
awake the beds of Eels, as my giving out her beauty ftirs 
up the lewdly enclined, Tie bring home fome to night. 

Baud. Come your wayes, follow me. 

Aiar. If fires be hot, knives (harp, or waters deep, 
UntiM I ftill my virgin knot will keep. 
Diana aid my purpofe. 

Baud. What have we to do with Diana ? pray you 
go with us. Exeunt. 

Enter Cleon and Dionhua. 

Dion. Why are you foolifh, can it be undone ? 

Cleon. O Dioniziaf fuch a piece of flaoghter. 
The Sun and Moon ne*re lookM upon. 

Dion. I think you'll turn a child again. 

Cleon. Were I chief Lord of all this fpacious world, 
Fd give it to undo the deed. O Lady, much lefs in bloud 
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then vertue, yet a Princefs to equall any fingle Crown of 
the earth, in the joiUce of compare, O villain , Leonine^ 
whom thou haft poifoned too, if thou had*ft drunk to him, 
it had been a kindnefs becoming well thy face, what canft 
thoa fay, when Noble Pericles ^11 demand his child ? 

Dion. That ihe is dead. Nurfes are not the fates to 
fofter ir, nor ever to preferve, ihe di*d at night , I'le fay 
fb, who can croffe it, unleiTe you play the Innocent, and 
for an honeft attribute, cry out ihe di*d by foul play. 

Cleon, O go too, well, well , of all the faults beneath 
the heavens, the gods do like this worft. 

Dion. Be one of thofe that thinks the pretty wrens 
of Tbarjus will fly hence , and open this td Pericles ; 
I do ihame to think of what a Noble ibain you are , and 
of how coward a fpirit. 

Cleom. To fuch proceeding, who ever but his approba- 
tion added, though not his whole confent, he did not flow 
from honorable courfes. 

Dion. Be it fb then , yet none doth know bat you 
how ihe came dead , nor none can know. Leonine being 
gone. She did difdain my child , and flood between her 
and her fortunes : none would look on her, but caft their 
gazes on Marina's face , whilft ours was blurred at, and 
held a Mawkin , not worth the time of day. It piercM 
me thorow , and though you call my courle unnatural, 
you not your child well loving, yet I find it greets me as 
an enterprise of kindnefs perform *d to your fole daughter. 

Cleon. Heavens forgive it. 

Dion. And as for Pericles , what ihould he fay ? we 
wept after her hearfe, and yet we mourn : her monument 
almoft finiihed , and her Epitaph in glittering golden 
chara£ler8, exprefs a general praife to her, and care in as, 
at whoie expence *tis done. 

Cleon. Thou art like the Harpie, 
Which to betray, doft with thy Angels face, 
Ceaze with thine Eagles talents. 

Dion. You are like one, that fuperititioufly 
Doth fwear to th*gods, that winter kills the flies, 
But yet I know, you*ll do as I advife. Exit^ 



fiASius Quartus. 



Enter Gower. 
Thus time ve vraficy and longefi leagues ma\eJhort^ 
Sailjeas in Cocl(leSy have and mjboutfor*t : 
Maying to tal^e our imagination^ 
From bourn to bourn ^ Region to Region, 



By you being ParcTned^ ve commit no crime 

ir fcem 
To learn of me, t^boftands in gaps to teach you. 



ujeone Languare^ in each J ever al c limey 
Where our Jcenes Jeem to live. I do befeech you 



Theftages ofourftory Pericles, 

Is now again thvarting the vtayreard Jeas ; 

( Attended on by many a Lord and Knight ) 

Tojee hu daughter, all hit lives delight. 

Old Hellicanus goes along behinde. 

Is left to govern it : you bear in minde 

Old Efcanes, irhom Hellicanus late 

Advanc'd in time to great and high efiate . 

fVell Jailing Jbips, and bounteous rrindes have brought 

This King to Tharfus, thinly thu Pilate thought 

So vith his Steerage, jball your thoughts grone 

To fetch his daughter home, vhofirfi is gone | 
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Lii^e moats and Jbadenes fee them move 
Tour earts unto your eyes Vie reconei/e. 



Enter Pericles at one door with all his train. Qeon and 
Dionhua at the other. Cleon ihewes derides the 
Tom be, whereat Pericles makes lamentation, puts on 
Sack-cloth, and in a mighty paflion departs. 

Gowcr. See bo» belief may fuffer by foule fi)ow. 
This borrowed pajffion fiands for true old vroe : 
•And Pericles injorrovf all devour* d^ 
ffltb Jigbes fi>ot through^ and biggeft teares o^re-fixmr^d. 
Leaves Tharlus, and again imbarl^s, bejvfeares 
Never to Vfolb bk face^ nor cut bU baires^ 
He put on Sac\^€iotb and to Sea be bearesy 
A tempeft vrbicb bit mortall Veffell teares. 
And yet be rides it out. Noif tal(e »e our Vfoy 
To the Epitapbfor Marina, y»rit by Dionixia. 

The faireft, fweeteft, and beft lies here, 

Who withered in her fpring of year : 

She was of Tynu the King*s Daughter, 

On whom foule death hath made this (laughter : 

Marina was fhe calPd, and at her birth, 

That is, being proud, fwallowM foroe part of th*earth : 

Therefore the earth fearing to be o'reflow*d 

Hath Tbetis birth-childe on the heavens beftowM. 

Wherefore flic does and fweares flie'll never ftint. 

Make raging Battry upon fliores of flint. 

No vizor does become blacl^ villany^ 

So vrell as f oft and tenderjlattery. 

Let Pericles believe bis fDaubter^s dead^ 

And bear bis courfes to be ordered 

Bv Lady Fortune, wbile our Jieare mufi play 

His Daughter Xfoe and beavy xrell-a'day* 

In ber unboly fervice : Patience tben^ 

And tbinl(you nam are all in Metaline. 

Enter two Gentlemen, 

1. Gent, Did you ever hear the like } 

2. Gent, No, nor never fliall doe in fuch a pbce as 
this, flie being once gone. 

1, Gent, But to have Divinity preacht there, did you 
ever dreame of fuch a thing f 

2. Qent. No, no^ come, I am for no more Bawdy 
Houfes, fliall we go hear the Veftalls fing? 

J.Gent, rie doe any thing now that is virtuous, but 
I am out of the road of rutting for ever. Exeunt, 

Enter the three Bawdes. 

Pand. Well, I had rather then twice the worth of her 
(kit had ne*re come here. 

Band. Fie, fie upon her, (bt is able to frieze the god 
TriapM, and undoe a whole generation, we muA either 
get her raviflit, or be rid of her, when fhe fhould doe for 
clyents her fitment, and doe me the kindneffe of our pro- 
feflion, fhe has me her quirks, her reafons, her mafter- 
reafons, her prayers, her knees, that fhe would make a 
Puritane of the Devil, if he fliould cheapen a kifTe of her. 

Boult, Faith I muft ravifli her, or fhe*ll disfumifli us 
of all our Cavaleers,and make all our Swearers Prielh. 

Pand. Now the poxe upon her green fickneffe for me. 

Ba.Faith there*s no way to be rid of it, but by the vray 
to the Pox. Here comes the Lord Lj/bnacbm difguifed. 

Boul. We fhould have both Lord and Lown, if the 
peevifh Baggage would but give way to cuftomers. 



Enter Lyfmacbtss, 

Lyf, How now, how a dozen of virginities / 

Bawd, Now the gods bleffe your Honour. 

Boult. I am glad to fee your Honour in good health. 

Lyf, You may fo^ 'tis the better for you, that vour 
reforters fbnd upon found Legs, how now ? wholfome 
impunity have you, that a man may deale withall, and 
defie the Surgeon ? 

Bawd, We have one here, fir, if fhe would 

But there never came her like in Metaline, 

Lyf. If fhe*d doe the deeds of darknefTe, thou would'fl 
fay. 

Bawd. Your honour knowes what *tis to fay well e- 
nough. 

Lff, Well, call forth, call forth. 

Boult, For flefh and blood, fir, white and red, you 
fhall fee a Rofe, and fhe were a Rofe indeed, if fhe had 
but 

Lyf. What prethee f 

Boult, O fir, I can be modeft. 

Lyf, That dignifies the renown of a Bawd, no lefTe 
then it gives a good report to a number to be chafte. 
Enter Marina, 

Bawd. Here comes that which growes to the flalke. 
Never pluckt yet I can afTure you. 
Is fhe not a fiur creature f 

Lyf. Faith fhe would ferve after a long voyage at Sea, 
Well, there's for you, leave us. 

Batfd. I befeech your honour give me leave a word, 
And rie have done prefently. 

I^f, I befeech you doe. 

Bawd. Firfl, I would have you note, this is an honou- 
rable man. 

Mar. I defire to find him fo, that I may worthily 
note him. 

Bawd, Next, he's the Govemour of this Country, and 
a man whom I am bound to. 

Mar, If he govern the Countrey, you are bound to 
him indeed, but bow honourable he is in that, I know not. 

Bawd, Pray ydu without any more virginall fencing, 
will you ufe him kindly ? he will line your Apron with 
Gold. 

Aiar. What he will doe gracioufly, I will thankfully 
receive. 

Lyf, Have you done f 

Bawd. My Lord, flie's not pace't yet, you muft take 
fome pains to work her to your mannage, come, we will 
leave hu Honour and her together. Exit Ba»de. 

Lyf, Now, pretty one, how long have you been at this 
traded 

Mar, What trade. Sir ? 

LyJ. Why, I cannot name't but I fliall offend. 

Mar. I cannot be offended with my trade, pleafe you 
to name it. 

Lyf, How long have you been of this profeffion ? 

Mar, E're fince I can remember. 
Lyf, Did you go to't fo young, were you a gamefler 
at five, or at feven f 

Mar, Earlier too, fir, if now I be one, 
Lyf, Why the houfc you dwell in, proclaimes you to 
be a creature of fale. 

Atar, Doe you know th'is houfe to be a place of fuch 
refort^ and will come into it f I hear fay you are of ho- 
noarable parts, and the Govemour of this place. 

Lyf. Why? hath your principall made known unto 
yoo, who I am ? 

b 2 Mar. 
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Mar, Who is my Principal? 

Ly. Why your hearb woman , ihe that fcti feeds and 
roots of ihame and iniquity. O you have heard fome 
thing of my power , and fo ftand aloft for more ferious 
wooing , but I proteft to thee, pretty one, my authority 
ihall not fee thee, or elfe look friendly upon thee ; come 
bring me to fome private place, come, come. 

Mar. If you were born to honour, ihew it now, if put 
upon you , make the judgement good , that thought you 
worthy of it. 

Lyf, How*8 this ? how's this ? fome more, be fage. 

Mtr. For me that am a maid, though moft ungentle 
Fortune have plac*d roe in this Stie, where fince I came, 
difeafes have been fold dearer then Phyfick , O that the 
gods would fet me free from this unhallowM place, 
though the^ did change me to the meanefl bird that flies 
i*th purer aire. 

Ly/. I did not think thou could*fl have fpoke fo well, 
I ne*re dream*d thou could*ft ; had I brought hither a 
corrupted mind , thy fpeech had altered it , hold, here's 
gold for thee, perfever in that clear way thou goeil, and 
the gods fbengthen thee. 

Mar, The good gods preferve you. 

Ly, For my part, I came with no ill intent, for to me 
the very doors and windows favours vilely, fare thee well, 
thou art a piece of vertue, and I doubt not but thy train- 
ing hath been Noble, hold , here's more gold for thee , a 
curfe upon him, die he like a thief that robs thee of thy 
goodnefs , if thou doft hear from me , it fhall be for thy 
good. 

Boult, I befeech your honour, one piece for me. 

Ly, Avant thou damned door-keeper, your houfe but 
for this virgin that doth prop it , would fink and over- 
whelm you. away. 

Boult, How's this ? we muft take another courfe with 
you ? if your peeviih chaftity , which is not worth a 
break-faft in the cheapeft Country under the coap , fhall 
undo a whole houfehold , let me be gelded like a fpaniel , 
come your wayes. 

Mar. Whither would you have me ? * 

Boult. I mufl have your maidenhead taken off, or the 
common hangman (hall execute it, come your way, we'll 
have no more gentlemen driven away, come your wayes 
I fay. 

Enter Bawds. 

Bamd. How now, what's the matter ? 

Boult, Worfe and worfe, MifWs, fhe hath here fpo- 
ken holy words to the Lord Lyfimacbm, 

Ba»d, O abominable. 

Boult. He makes our profeflion as it were to flink be- 
fore the face of the gods. 

Bfftvd. Marry hang her up for ever. 

Boult, The Nobleman would have dealt with her like 
a Nobleman , and fhe fent him away as cold as a Snow- 
ball, faying his prayers too. 

Bavid. Boult y take her away, ufe her at thy pleafure, 
crack the glaffe of her virginity,& make the reft maleable. 

Boult, And if fhe were a thornier piece of ground 
then fhe is, fhe fhall be ploughed. 

Mar, Hark, hark, you gods. 

Baind. She conjures , away with her , would fhe had 
never come within my doors. Marry hang you, fhe's born 
to undo us , will you not go the way of women-kind ? 
Marry come up my difh of chafHty , with rofemary and 
bayfe. Exit, 



Boult, Come miflris, come your wayes with me« 

Jidar, Whither would you have me ? 

Boult. To take from you the jewel you hold'fo deer. 

Afar, Prithee tell me one thing firft. 

Boult, Come now, your one thing. 

Mar, What can'fl thou wifh thine enemy to be ? 

Boult, Why I could wifh him to be my Mafter , or 
rather my Miflris. 

Alar, Neither of thefe are fo bad as thou art, fince 
they do better thee in their command ; thou hold'ft 
a place , for which the painedfl fiend in hell would 
not in reputation change : thou art the damned door- 
keeper to every cufherel that comes enquiring for his 
Tib ; to the cholerick fifting of every rogue, thy ear is 
liable , thy food is fuch as hath been belcht on by infe- 
^ous lungs. 

Boult, What would you have me do ? go to the warrs, 
would you , where a man may ferve feven years for the 
lofTe of a leg, and have not money enough in the end to 
buy him a wooden one ? 

Alar, Do any thing but this thou dofl, empty old re- 
ceptacles, or common-fhores of filth ; ferve by Indenture 
to the common hangman, any of thefe wayes are yet bet- 
ter then this : for what thou profcffefl, a Baboon, could he 
fpeak , would own a name too dear : Oh , that the gods 
would fafely deliver me from this place : here, here's gold 
for thee, if that thy Mafter would gain by me , proclaim 
that I can fing, weave, fbwe, and dance , with other ver- 
tues , which Tie keep from boafl , and will undertake all 
thefe to teach. I doubt not but this populous City will 
yield many fchollars. 

Boult. But can you teach all this you fpeak off? 

Aiar, Prove that I cannot, take me home again, and 
proflitute me to the bafefl groom that doth frequent your 
houfe. 

Boult. Well , I will fee what I can do fi}r thee : If I 
can place thee I will. 

Aiar, But amongft honefl women. 

Boult, Faith my acquaintance lies little among them; 
but fince my mafter and miflris hath bought you, there's 
no going but by their confent : therefore I will make them 
acquainted with your purpofe, and 1 doubt not but I fhall 
find them tradbble enough. Come, I'le do for thee what 
I can, come your wayes. Exeunt. 

Enter Gower. 
Marina thus the Brot bel f capes , and chances 
Into an honeft houfe ^ our Jiory fates ; 
SheJSngs UI(jb one immortal ^ and Oh dances 
tAs g^defs'li(e to her admired laies : 
'Deep Clear\sjhe dumbs, and mtb her needle compofes 
Natures vtpn Jbape^ of bud, bird ^ branch or berry. 
That even her artjfiers the natural Rofes^ 
Her Jncle, SiU(, Twine fWth the rubied C^rry^ 
That pupils lack^sjbe none of noble race, 
fFho pour their bounty on her, and her gain 
She gives the curfed Bawd. Leave we her place, 
Atd to her Father turn our thoughts again, 
JVhere we left him at fea, tumbled and tofi. 
And driven before the wind, he is arrived 
Here where his daughter dwelsj and on thu Coafl, 
Suppofe him new at Anchor : the City fir iv*d 
God Neptunes annual feafi to \eep,jrom whence 
Lyfimachus our Tyr'nn Jbip efpies. 
His banners fable, trim'dwith rich expence^ 
And to him in his Barge with fervour hyes. 

In 
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In yoyr fuppofing, once more put your fight 

On heavy Pericles, tbin]{^ tbu bis Barj(f 

IVbere vrbat it done in ailion ( more of might 

Shall be difcovered) pleafe you fit and hari(. Exit. 

Enter Hcllicanus, to him txK> Saylors. 

1. Scyl, Where is the Lord Hellicanus ? he can re- 
folvc you. O here he is, fir, there is a Barge put off from 
Metaline, and in it is Lypmachm the Governor , who 
craves to come aboard, what is your will ? 

Hell. That he have his, call up fome gentlemen. 

2 . Sayl. Ho, Gentlemen, my Lord calls. 

Enter ttfg or three Gentlemen. 
Hell, Gentlemen, there is fome of worth would come 
aboard, I pray thee greet them fairly. 

Enter Lyfimacbus. 

I. Sayl. Sir, this is the man that can in ought you 
would, refolvc you. 

Lyf, Hail, reverent fir, the gods prcferve you. 

Hell. And you to out-live the age I am , and die as I 
would do. 

Lyf. You wilh me well ; being on /horc , honoring 
of Nef tunes triumphs, feeing this goodly veflTel ride before 
us, I made to it, to know of whence you arc. 

Hell. Firft, what is your place ? 

Lyf. I am the Governor of this place you lie before. 

Hell. Sir, our veflfers of Tjre, in it the King, a man, 
who for this three months hath not fpokcn to any one, 
nor taken fuftenance, but to prolong his grief. 

Lyf. Upon what ground is his diftempcrance T 
^ Hell. It would be too tedious to repeat, but the main 
grief fprings from the loflTe of a beloved daughter, and a 
wife. 

Lyf. May we not fee him f 

Hell. You may , but bootlefs is your fight, he will not 
fpeak to any. 

Lyf Let me obtain my wi(h. 

Hell, Behold him , this was a goodly perfon , till the 
difafier that one mortal wight drove him to this. 

Lyf Sir King, all hail , the gods preferve you , hail, 
Royal Sir. 

Hell, It is in vain, he will not fpeak to you. 

Lord. Sir, we have a maid in Metaline^ I durft wager 
would win fome words from him. 

Lyf *Ti8 well bethought, flie queftionlcflTe with her 
fwcet harmony , and other chofen attraftions, would al- 
lure and make a battery through his defended parts, which 
now are mid-way ftopt, (he is all happy, as the faireft of 
all, and her fellow maids, now upon the levie fhelter that 
abuits againft the Ifland fide. 

Hell, Sure all effcdllcfs, yet nothing wee'l omit that 
bears recoveries name. But fincc your kindne(s we have 
firecht thus farrc, let us befeech you, chat for our gold we 
may have provifion, wherein we arc notdeftitutc for want, 
but weary for the (lalenefs. 

Lyf. O, fir, a courtcfic, which if we Hiould deny, the 
moft juft God for every graffe would lend a Caterpiller, 
and fo infiidt our Province : yet once mure let me entreat 
to know at large the caufe of your KJn)^s forrow. 

Hell. Sit, fir, I will recount it to yuu \ bu: fee, I am 
prevented. 

Enter Marina, 

Lyf O here's the Lady that I fcnt for. 
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Welcome fair one : Is*t not a goodly prcfcnt f 

Hell, Shc*s a gallant Lady. 

Lyf. She*s fuch a one, that were I well afifur^d, 
Came of a gentle kind and noble ftock, 
Td wiih no better choifc, and think me rarely wed. 
Fair and all goodncfTc that confiils in beauty, 
Expedl even here, where is a kingly patient, 
If that thy profperous and artificial fate, 
Can draw him but to anfwer thee in ought, 
Thy facred Phyfick (hall receive fuch pay, 
As thy defires can wifh. 

Mar. Sir, I will ufc my uttermoft skill in his recovery, 
provided that none but I and my companion maid, be 
fuftcred to come near him. 

Lyf Come , let us leave her, and the gods make her 
profperous. Tibr Song, 



Lyf. Markt he your mufick : 
Mar. - 



No, nor lookt on us. 

Lyf. See, fiic will fpeak to him. 

Jliir, Hail, fir, my Lord, lend ear. | 

Per, Hum, ha. i 

Aiar. I am a maid, my Lord, that nere before invited 1 
eyes, but have been gazed on like a Comet: Ihe fpeaks,my 
Lord , that may be , hath endured t grief might equall 
yours, if both were juftly weighed, though wayward for- 
tune did maligne my ftate , my derivation was from an- 
ceftors who ftood cquivolent with mighty Kings, but time 
hath rooted out my parentage, and to the world and auk- 
ward cafualtics, bound me in fcrvitude, I will defift, but 
there is fomething glows upon my cheek, and whifpers in 
mine ear. Go net till hefpea(. 

Per, My fortunes, parentage , good parentage to equal 
mine j was it not thus, what fay you f 

Mar. I faid, my Lord, if you did know my parentage, 
you would not do me violence. 

Per, I do think fo, pray you turn your eyes upon me, | 
y'arc like fome-thingthat, what Countrcy- women hear of 
thefe fhews f | 

Mar. No, nor of any (hews, yet I was mortally 
brought forth, and am no other then I appear. j 

*Per. I am great with woe, and fliall deliver weeping: 1 
my deareft wife was like this maid , and fuch a one my 
daughter might have been: my Queens fquare brows, her 
ftaturc to an inch, as wand-like ftraight, as filver voyc*ft, I 
her eyes as jewel-like, and caft as richly, in pace another 
Juno. Who ftarves the cars fiic feeds, and makes them 
hungry, the more flic gives them fpeech ; where do you \ 
live ? 

Mar. Where I am but a ftranger, from the deck you 
may difcern the place. 

Per. Where were you bred ? and how atchiev'd 
you thefe endowments which you make more rich 
to owe ? 

Aiar. If I fliould tell my hiftory, it would feem like 
lies difdain'd in the reporting. 

Per. Prithee fpeak , falfeneflTe cannot come from 
thcc , for thou lookeft modeft as Jujlice, and thou fcem'll 
a Pallas for the crowned truth to dwell in , I will believe 
thee , and make my fenfes credite thy relation , to 
points that feem impoflible , for thou look'ft like one 
I loved indeed ; what were thy friends ? Did'ft thou 
not (lay when I did pulh thee back ; which W3S when 
I percei ved thee that thou cam'ft from good defcent. 

Mar. So indeed I did. 

Ter. Report thy parentage , I think thou faid'ft thOu 
had'ft been toft fron wrong to injury, and that tho.j | 

thought'^ 
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thougbt'ft thy griefs might equall mine, if both were o- 
pened. 

^Mar, Some fuch thing I faid, and (aid no more, 
but what my thoughts did warrant me was likely. 

Ter, Tell thy ftory, if thine confidered prove the 
thoufand part of my endurance , thou art a man , and I 
have fufiered like a girle, yet thou do*ft look like patience, 
gazing on Kings graves, and fmiling extremity out of 
a^ , what were thy friends ? how loll thou thy name, 
my moft kind virgin ? recount I do befccch thee , Come 
fit by me. 

Mar, My name is Marina. 

7rr. Oh I am mockt, and thou bv fome infenced god 
fent hither to make the world to laugh at me. 

Mar, Patience, good fir, or here Pie ceafe. 

Per. Nay Fie be patient, thou little know'ft how thou 
doeft ftartle me to call thy felf Marina, 

Mar, The name was given me by one that had fome 
power, my father and a King. 

Per, How, a Kings daughter, and calPd Aiarina f 

Mar. You faid you would believe me, but not to be a 
trouble of your peace, I will end here. 

Per, But are vou fleih and bloud f 
Have you a workmg pulfe, and are no Fairy ? 
Motion ? well fpeak on, where were you born ? 
And wherefore callM Marina ? 

Aiar. Caird Marina^ for I was bom at Tea. 

Per, At fea ? who was thy mother ? 

Alar, My mother was the Daughter of a King , who 
died the minute I was born, as my good Nurfe Lycborl- 
da hath oft delivered weeping. 

Per. O ftop there a little, this is the rareft dream 
That ere dull fleep did mock fad fools withal 1, 
This cannot be my daughter ; buried ! well, where were 
you bred ? Tie hear you more to the bottome of your flory 
and never interrupt you. 

Mar, You fcorn, believe me 'twere beft I did give ore. 

Per. I will believe you by the fyllable of what you 
(hall deliver , yet give me leave, how came you in thefe 
parts? where were you bied / 

Mar, The King my Father did in Tbarjui leave me. 
Till cruel CUon with his wicked wife, 
Did feek to murther me : and having wooed a villain 
To attempt it, who having drawn to do*t, 
A crew of Pyrats came and refcued me. 
Brought me to Metaline. 

But, good fir, whether will you have me/ why do you weep ? 
It may be you think me an impofture, no good faith. I am 
the daughter to King Perlclet , if good King Pericles be. 

Per, Hoe, Hellicanm t 

Hell. Call's my Lord/ 

Per, Thou art a grave and noble Counfellor, 
Moft wife in general , tell me if thou can'ft, what this 

maid is. 
Or what is like to be , that thus hath made me weep ? 

Hell. I know not, but here's the Regent , fir, of Me- 
talintf fpeaks nobly of her. 

Ljf. She never would tell her parentage, 
Being demanded that, (he would fit ftill and weep. 

Per. Oh Hellicanus, ftrike me , honored fir, give me 
a ga(h , put me to prefent pain , leaft this great fea of 
joyes ru(bing upon me , ore-bear the (hores of my mor- 
tality , and drown me with their fweetne(re : Oh come 
hither. 

Thou that beget'ft him that did thee beget, 
Thou that waft born at fea, buried at Tbarfus^ 



And found at fea again : O HellkanM, 
Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods, as loud 
As thunder threatens us j this is Aiarina. 
What was thy mothers name ? tell me but that. 
For truth can never be confirm'd enough, 
Though doubts did ever fleep. 

Aiar, Firft, fir, I pray what is your Title T 

Per, I am Pericles of Tyre, but tell me now my 
Droun'd Queens name, as m the reft you faid. 
Thou haft bin god-like perfe^ the heir of Kingdomes, 
And another like to Pericles thy ^ther. 

Aiar. Is it not more to be your daughter, then to fay, 
my Mothers name is Thai/a ? Tbai/a was my mother, 
who did end the minute I began. 

Per. Now ble(fing on thee, rife, thou art my child. 
Give me fre(h garments, mine own HellicantUf (he is not 
dead at Tbarfta , as flie (hould have been by (avage 
Clean , flie (hall tell thee all, when thou (halt kneel, and 
juftifie in knowledge , (he is thy very Princes ^ who is 
this? 

Hell, Sir, 'tis thee Governor of Metaline , who hear- 
ing of your melancholly, did come to fee you. 

Per. I embrace you ; give me my robes ; 
I am wild in my beholding. Oh heaven blefle my girle. 
But hark, what Mufick's this Hellicanm f my Aiarina^ 
Tell him ore point by point, for yet he feems to doat. 
How fure you are my daughter j bnt where's thb mufick? 

Hell, My Lord, I hear none. 

Per. None? the mufick of the fphears, lift my Aiarina, 

Lyf, It is not good to crofl!e him, give him way. 

Per, Rareft founds, do ye not hear? 

LyJ, Mufick, my Lord, I hear. 

Per. Moft heavenly mufick. 
It nips me unto li(hiing, and thick flumber 
Hangs upon mine eyes, let me reft, 

Lyf. A pillow for his head, fo leave him all. 
Well my companion friends, if this but anfwer to my 
juft belief, I'le well remember you. 



Ailus Quintus. 



Diana, 

Diana. My Temple (bnds in Epheftu, 
Hie thee thither, and do upon mine Altar (acrifice. There 
when my maiden priefts are met together, before all the 
people reveale how thou at fea did'ft lofe thy wife , to 
mourn thy crofiTes with thy daughters call , and give 
them rcpitirion to the like: or performe my bidding, or 
thou livcft in woe : do't , and happy by my filver bow ; 
awake and tell thy dream. 

Ter, Celeftial Dian, Goddefs Argent incy 
I will obey thee : Hellicanm. 

Per, My purpofe was for Tbarfusy there to ftrike 
The inhofpitable Cleon , but I am for other fervice firft, 
Toward Epkejm turn our blown (ayls, 
Eftfoons rie tell why, (hall we refre(h us, fir, upon your 
(hore, and give you gold for fuch provifion as our intents 
will need. 

LyJ. Sir, with all my heart, and when you come a(hore, 
I have another fleight. 

Tericl, You (hall prevaile , were it to wooe my 

daughter, 
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daughter , for it feexns you have been noble towards her. 
Xf/l Sir, lend me your anne. 
Trr. Come, my Marina, Exeunt, 

Enter Gowcr. 

Nffw our Jandt are almoft run^ 

More a little, and then dum. 

Tbi my loft boon give me, 

Forjucb \indnejt muB relieve me : 

That you aptly wUfuppofey 

fybat pageantry, vfhat feats, vtbatjhetps, 

fFbat Aunftrelfie, rebat praty din. 

The Regent made in Metalin, 

To greet the King', Jo be tbrived, 

Tbat be it promijed to be vived 

To fair Marina, but in no Vfife , 

Ttfl be bad done bisfacrifice. 

As Dian bad, wbereto being bound, 

Tbe Interim pray, you all confound, 

Infetber'd brief nefs Jayls are fit d, 

jind vrUbes fall out at tbeir rriird. 

At Ephefus tbe Temple fee. 

Our King, and all bit comfany, 

Tbat be can bitber cowte Jo Joon, 

Is by your fancies tbanlQull doom. Exit. 

Enter Pericles, Lyfimacbus, HelUcanm, 
^Marina, and otbers. 

Per, Hail Dian, to performe thy juft command, 
I here con/efs my felf the King of Tyre, 
Who frighted from my Country, did wed at Pentapolis, 
the fair Tbaifa, at Tea in childbed died fhe, but brought 
forth a Maid childe called Marina , whom, O goddelTe, 
wears yet thy filver livery, fhe at Tbarjui was nurft with 
Qeon, who at fourteen years he fought to murder, but her 
better ibrs brought her to Metaline, *gainft whofe ihore 
riding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard to jjs, where 
by her own mod clear remembrance , ihe made known 
her felf my daughter. 

Ti>. Voice and favour, you are, you are,0 royal Pericles. 

Prr. What means the woman? fhe dies, help gentlemen. 

Cer, Sir, if you have told Diana* s Altar true, this is 
your wife. 

Per. Reverend appearer , no, I threw her over-board 
with thefe very armes. 

Cer. Upon this Coaft, I warrant you. 

Per. *Tis moil certain. 

Cer. Look to the Lady ; O fhe*8 but overjoyed. 
Early in bluft^ring morn, this Lady was thrown upon 
this fhore. I opened the Coffin, found thefe rich jewels, 
recovered her, and placed her here in ^iana*s Temple. 

Per. May we fee them ? 

Cer. Great fir, they fhall be brought you to my houfe, 
whether I invite you, look, Tbai/a is recovered. 

Tbai. O let me look if he none of mine , my fandbity 
will to my fence bend no licentious ear, but curb it fpight 
of feeing : O my Lord , are you not Pericles f like him 
you fpeak, like him you are : did you not name a tem- 
pefV, a birth, and death ? 

Per. The voice of dead Tbai/a. 

Tbai. That Tbaifa am I, fuppofed dead and drown*d. 

Per. Immortal Dian ! 

Tbai.Uovr I know you better, when we with tears part- 
ed PtntapoH, the King my father gave yon fuch a ring. 



Per. This, this, no more, you gods, your prefeo 
kindneffe makes my paft miferies fport, you fhall do 
well , that on the touching of her lips I may melt , and 
no more be feen ; O come, be buried a fecond time with- 
in thefe armes. 

c^ar. My heart leaps to be gone into my mothers 
bofome. 

Per. Look who kneels here, flefh of thy flefh, Tbaifa, 
thy burden at the fea , and call*d Marina , for fhe was 
yielded there. 

Tbai, Blefl, and mine own. 

Hell, Hail Madam, and my Queen. 

Tbai, I know you not. 

Per. You have heard me fay when I did flye from 
Tyre, I left behind an ancient fubfBtute 5 can you remem- 
ber what I caird the man, I have nam*d him oft. 

Tbai. Twas Hellicanm then. 

Per. Still confirmation, embrace him dear Tbaifa, 
this is he , now do I long to hear how you were found ^ 
how poflibly preferved ? and who to thank ( befides the 
gods) for this great miracle? 

Tbai. Lord Cerimon , my Lord , this man through 
whom the gods have fhewn their power , that can from 
firfl to lafl refolve you. 

Per. Reverend fir, the gods can have no mortal offi- 
cer more like a god then you, will you deliver how this 
dead Queen re-lives ? 

C5fr7*l will, my Lord, befeech you firft go with me un- 
to my houfe, where fhall be fhewn you all was found with 
her ; how fhe came plac*fl here in the Temple , no need- 
fiiU thing omitted. 

Per, Pure Dian blefTe thee for thy vifion , I will offer 
night oblations to thee; 'Ibaifa,this Prince, the fair be- 
trothed of your daughter, fhall marry at Pentapolis , and 
now this ornament that makes me look difmal, will I clip 
to forme, and what this fourteen years no razor toucht, 
to grace thy marriage day. Tie beautifie. 

Tbai. Lord Q^rimon hath letten of good credit. Sir, 
my father's dead. 

Per. Heavens make a Star of him, yet here, my Queen, 
we*ll celebrate their Nuptials , and our felves will in that 
kingdome fpend our following dayes ; our fon and 
daughter fhall in Tyrus reign. 

Lord Cerimon, we do our longing fby. 

To hear the refl untold, Sir, lead's the way. 

Exeunt omnes. 
Enter Gower. 



In Antiochus and bit daughter, you bave beard 
' monftrous lujl, tbe due and juji ret^ardi 
Pericles bis Queen and daughter feen. 



(^monftrous lufl, tbe due and juB regard 
In Pericles bis Qtuen and doubter feen. 
Although aJfayF3f vtith Fortune fierce and l^een^ 



Vertue preferred from fell deJhruBions blajl. 
Led on by heaven, andcrcnn'd vithjoy at loft. 
In Hellicanus may you veil detcry, 
*A figure of truth, of faith, of loyalty : 
In reverend Cerimon there ^ell appears. 
The worth that learned charity aye wears. 
For wicked Cleon and bit wfe, when Fame 
Hadfpread their curfed deed, and honored name 
Of Pericles, to rage the City turn, 
That him and hit, they in bit Pallaee bum : 
Ibe gods for murder feemed fo content. 
To punifb, although not done, but meant. 
So on your patiences ever more attending. 
New joy wait on you, here our play hath ending. 
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*Anttochui a tyrant o/Grttcc, 
Hefperides daughter to Antiocbus. 
Pericles Prince of Tyre, 
mncanu,. I ^^^ ,Tyre. 

Efcanes, j •' ' 

Tbal'iard f errant to Antiocbus. 
Cleon Governor o/*Tharru8. 
Dionifia wfe to Cleon. 
Spnonides King 0/*Pentapolis. 
Tbaifa daughter to Symonides, 
Marina daughter to Pericles and Thai/a, 
Lychorida Nurfe to czarina. 



Lyjimachus Qovernor of Metaline. 

Cerimon a Lord o/'Ephefus. 

Pbiloten daughter to Cleon^ 

Leonine a Murtherer,fervant to Dionifia. 

Diana^ a goddejs appearing to Pericles. 

Govper, 

Lords Scz. 

Knights tilting in Honor of Thai/a. 

Say lor s. 

Pyrates. 

Fi/bermen, 

^iffejfengers. 
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